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Youll Srand ap avd Chee! 


...with VIDEO 
CASSETTES! 


S-109 FOR RICHER, FOR POORER 


“Daminano is the Masters & John 
son of filmed erotica. He sets the 


S-110 PRO BALL CHEERLEADERS standard other sex film makers 
“Pro-Ball Cheerleaders delivers more will have a hard time trying to 
comic energy and sexual high-jinks than match.’’~ SIR magazine 


any other smutty laugh-riot I've seen 
this year.’’—HUSTLER magazine 


S-111 BORDELLO 
The champagne 
flows. and the 
games begin. All 
you'd expect, and 
more. ‘‘Bordello” 
is a Scandal, even 


S-113 EXPLORING 
YOUNG GIRLS 
Come and take a 
journey through 
the world of teen- 
age sex with 
these beautiful 


A SCANDAL EVEN IN DENMARK 
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wioresome 4 in Denmark! nymphets 
ae Starring Vanessa 
Del Rio. 
S-112 THE FUR 
TRAP S-114 THE SECRET 
“Romantic! Lavish DREAMS OF 
and Upbeat!...” MONA Q 


The ultimate 
erotic masterpiece 
starring Monique 
Cardin, one of the 
hottest new stars. 


That's what the 
critics say about 
“The FUR TRAP” 
come and see for 
yourself. 


CALL TOLL FREE 


All Video Tapes purchased from VIDEO SALES IN CALIFORNIA CALL COLLECT 


CO. are 100% guaranteed against defects in 
workmanship and quality. Most orders shipped 
in 72 hours. See page 108 for coupon. 
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Love-Doll Lament 


No one wakes up thinking, 
“Today I'm going to abuse my child’ 


We need your help. Write: 


if 


MAY HUSTLER 


Abuse is not something we think 
about, it’s something we do. It runs 
against our nature, yet it comes nat- 
urally. It's a major epidemic, and a 
contagious one. Abused children 
often become abusive parents. 
Abuse perpetuates abuse. 

Child abuse is a major cause of 
death for children under two. Last 
year in America, an estimated one 
million children suffered from abuse 
and neglect and at least 2,000 died 
needless, painful deaths. 

What's being done about pre- 
vention? Not enough. Preventive fa- 
cilities are simply inadequate. Most 
social agencies deal with abusers 
and their victims after the damage 
has been done. 

Yet child abuse doesn't have to 
happen. With enough volunteers, 
local child abuse prevention pro- 
grams such as crisis centers, self- 
help therapy programs for abusers, 
and other facilities could be formed 
to aid parents and children. With 
your help, eighty percent of all 
abusers could be reached. Please. 
Write for more information on child 
abuse and how you can help. 


What will you do today that’s 
more important? 


A Public Service of This Magazine " 
& The Advertising Council 6 
Counc 


National Committee for Prevention of Child 
Abuse, Box 2866, Chicago, Illinois 60690 
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USTLER has long had a 
reputation for digging be- 
neath the surface to reveal 
hidden and sometimes 

shocking truths about our society. 

This month’s issue carries on that 

tradition with a dynamic assortment 

of power-packed reports. 

The startling truth about “blood- 
atonement” killings by members of 
the Mormon Church comes to light 
in THE MORMONS: LATTER- 
DAY SAINTS WITH A BLOOD- 
THIRSTY PAST. The article is the 
result of some tough investigative 
reporting by free-lance writer 
HEBER SNOW, a close observer of 
the Mormon Church who traveled 
extensively around the country to 
research this illuminating account. 
The accompanying illustration is by 
British artist HOLLY HOLLING- 
TON, a HUSTLER regular, who 
also did the artwork for this month’s 
Sex Play. 

ILLEGAL ALIENS: INVASION 
OF *THE JOB-SNATCHERS is a 
report on the millions of illegal 
immigrants who are taking jobs from 
unemployed Americans. Author 
NORMAN KELIN is a veteran jour- 
nalist who has written for CBS Radio 
News, the Associated Press, West- 
inghouse Broadcasting and the 
Hearst newspapers. The companion 
artwork, depicting a confrontation 
between a hardhat and an illegal 
alien, is by JOHN ANDREWS, who 
illustrated last month’s profile of 
rebel trucker Mike Parkhurst. 

Before staging his own personal 
rebellion, George Jones was one of 
the most respected and best-paid 
singers in country music. But things 


John Andrews 


Norman Kelin 


Cover by Matti Klatt 


went awry when he got caught in the 
stranglehold of success, as you’ll dis- 
cover in GEORGE JONES: COUN- 
TRY MUSIC’S TRAGIC HERO, a 
profile by BOB ALLEN. Allen, who 
has previously written for HUSTLER 
on such diverse topics as bluegrass 
music and coal miners, is a former 
editor of Country Music Magazine and 
currently edits Nashville! magazine. 
Providing the illustration is MICK 
McGINTY, who has become a 
HUSTLER regular. 

The erratic behavior of a beautiful 
girl tongue-ties a frustrated college 
student in MEMORIES, this 
month’s fiction. Author HAROLD 
NORSE is a respected poet who has 
been featured in various national 
literary magazines, as well as in 
Penguin Books’ Modern Poets. But he 
prefers HUSTLER because, he says, 
“Tt’s the only completely free and 
outspoken large-circulation maga- 
zine in America.” The illustration 


Bob Allen “Mick McGinty 


for Memories is by RON CROCI, a 
northern California painter. 

Even if you’re one of those people 
who think they haven’t been 
exposed to the herpes virus, it might 
still be worth your while to check 
out this month’s Sex Play, HERPES: 
A NATIONAL EPIDEMIC. It ex- 
plains how you could have herpes 
and not even be aware that you do. 
We felt. this widespread problem 
deserved top priority; so our 
research staff spent long hours work- 
ing on the story, which was written 
by JOSEPH CLAUSSEN. 

Those of you who don’t read our 
sister magazine CHIC each month 
are unaware that you’re missing 
some of the most erotic photographs 
anywhere. That’s why we decided to 
offer a special May treat, THE 
GIRLS OF CHIC—breathtaking 
photos showcasing a number of the 
most beautiful women you’ve ever 
seen. 

There’s a tremendous amount of 
high voltage generated by MADE- 
LEINE, a former Beaver Hunt 
entrant whose dream came true 
when she was selected to be 
HUSTLER’s centerfold for May. 
HUSTLER staffer JAMES BAES 
photographed Madeleine’s impres- 
sive debut. And, as always, the 
sparks really flY when SUZE RAN- 
DALL starts clicking, this time with 
LOUISA and MAID FOR EACH 
OTHER. For pure fantasy there’s no 
beating the classic clash in CHECK- 
MATE, shot by CLIVE McLEAN. 

So don’t wait any longer to plug 
into the hard-hitting May issue of 
HUSTLER. We think you’ll really 
get a charge out of it. 


Harold Norse Ron Croci 
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Let CHIC’s girls do it foryou — 12 times 
a year. Each month CHIC brings you the best in 
hard-hitting articles, off-the-wall humor, erotic 
fiction — and girls who really leap off the page 
and onto your lap. All you have to do to 
have CHIC delivered is fill out the 
handy subscription form. 
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Eyes Have It: To borrow something from 
your X-rated-movie rating system, I give 
HUSTLER a “full erection” for the Spanish 
Eyes couple-spread in your March issue (top 
photo). It was a constant turn-on! 
—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


No Laughing Matter: I’m a woman and a 
reader of HUSTLER. I feel it’s a damn-good 
magazine, but I would like to comment on 
one thing: the cartoons. The ones in the 
February issue concerning aborted babies 
are simply disgusting (center). In fact, they 
are damn gross! That’s a person’s life you’re 
referring to. If we wanted to see that shit, 
we'd go to abortion clinics. Don’t get me 
wrong—I will still read your magazine, but I 
was really disappointed. I guess it’s because 
I’m pregnant. — Kris 

Dublin, Georgia 


I am a businessman in his early 40s, the 
president of two small corporations, active in 
civic affairs and happily married. I have 
bought every copy of your magazine since 
you first started being published. I must say 
I enjoy the pictures as well as the articles. 
But I read only part of your latest issue be- 
fore I threw it away, and I think you should 
know why. 

I believe you have misjudged the mentali- 
ty and tastes of the people who buy your 
magazine, by including gross, tasteless, so- 
called “cartoons.” People who admire beau- 
ty and perfection in the human body are not 
necessarily ignorant clods. 

—Richard Jenkins 
Golden City, Missouri 


We agree that subjects such as abortion are 
serious matters, but laughter is frequently a 
release from unpleasant considerations. 


Fakin’ It? Who the hell are you trying to 
fool? Every man’s cock in your magazine 
looks so fake it’s pathetic. Your Soul Food 
pictorial in February was the worst—the 
seam of his fake cock was plainly in view, 
running up the top of his shaft (bottom 
photo). What's the matter with a few small, 
but real, cocks here and there? I think 
shorties are much more attractive than a 
plastic dildo of some sort hanging between 
a guy’s legs. —H 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


We note the illusion you're referring to, but we 


still wonder why you would think he (and ap- 
parently all our male models) have fake cocks. 


Women and Porn: I'm writing in regard to 


who’s 11 years old. I agree with Larry Flynt 
that every person has the right to read 
HUSTLER, just as they have the right not to 
read it. I for one enjoy HUSTLER. I start 
from the front and don’t put it down until I 
finish. 

Your magazine fulfills some of the fan- 
tasies that we all have. I don’t think pornog- 
raphy has anything to do with the sex crimes 
that are committed. Sex crimes have always 
been around. Those who want to hurt 
women have been sick long before seeing 
any pictures in magazines. It’s not the maga- 
zines poisoning their minds—it’s something 
in their pasts. —C.M. 

Wilburton, Oklahoma 


Church Bias: You complain that “The 
Church Is Not an Equal-Opportunity Insti- 
tution” (Publisher’s Statement, February). But 
that’s how it should be, because men and 
women are not equal. Men are not women, 
and women are not men. In human nature 
the male is dominant. Men are also more 
effective at abstract figuring. There may be 
isolated and dubious exceptions, but the 
Church reflects the rule. So stop repeating 
the mindless chants initiated by the envious 
and perverted. I know my ass from a hole in 
the ground. —Jim Richards 

Venice, California 


Larry Flynt is a hypocrite. If he were a 
true Christian, he would not continue to 
publish trash or support women’s and gays’ 
rights. —Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Your editorial on discrimination in our 
churches was long-overdue (“The Church Is 
Not an Equal-Opportunity Institution,” 
February). Nobody but Larry Flynt in 
HUSTLER has ever told it like it really is in 
our so-called Christian institutions. I 
daresay that some of our “holier-than-thou” 
good brethren and sisters just might get the 
shock of their narrow, pious lives when they 
see Saint Peter welcome into heaven the 
gays, the blacks and the female temptresses 
they spent all of their miserable mortal lives 
condemning to hell. 

Hang in there, Larry Flynt, and keep on 
giving your critics hell! You are the kind of 
stimulating, frank, sexy and raunchy guy we 
need more of. — Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Sue the Clergy? | enjoyed reading “Sue 
the Clergy?,” Larry Flynt’s Publisher’s State- 
ment in the January HUSTLER. How and 
when are we going to face up to the fact that 
organized religion is America’s greatest 
sanctuary for people who engage in 


the Publisher's Statement in the March issue, \\ systematic theft and tax evasion? 
“Women Against Pornography.” I’m a Aw BG —Ex-Police Officer 
woman, 34 and married, and I have a son \ at, at SS Salt Lake City, Utah 
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The Strongest? I read Larry Flynt’s Octo- 
ber 1979 Publisher’s Statement, “USA—A 
Sleeping Chicken!” and I read a reader’s 
reply in the Feedback section of the March 
HUSTLER (‘Sleeping Chicken”). I think 
they’re both full of shit. I am currently serv- 
ing in the United States military, and I 
along with my shipmates am outraged by 
Larry Flynt’s statement that our armed 
forces are “a shambles and a disgrace.” The 
truth is that the United States military is 
the strongest on earth. 

The United States will never be taken. We 
will fight with our bare hands if we have to. 
It’s bastards like Larry Flynt who condemn 
a nation instead of trying to help it. 

—James Miller 
Great Lakes, Illinois 


We're proud of those who serve in the United 
States military, and we believe they are doing 
their best. But the fact remains that the U.S. 
military is in a sorry state. 

A comprehensive survey called the “Army 
Training Study” recently concluded that “the 
overall level of much Army training and profi- 
ciency may be low.” Furthermore, Dr. Edward 
Teller, known as the “Father of the H-Bomb,” a 
few months ago said that the Soviet Union would 
easily win a war with the United States and 
that we would be completely destroyed in a nu- 
clear confrontation. No wonder we've been 
paralyzed in Iran and made fools of by the Rus- 
sians in Afghanistan. 


Catching Hell: You did the impossible. I 
made it through your snot and abortion car- 
toons, which naturally convinced me that I 
was immune to being “grossed out.” Well, 
you grossed me out with the “DC-10 Avia- 
tion Award” for Thurman Munson (Bits & 
Pieces, February). Come on, you guys, how 
about a little slack for a fine person who met 
such a tragic end? —Chuck Bittner 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


You assholes! Why in the world would 
you write anything like that about someone 
who was so great and loved by anyone who 
knows anything about baseball? You have to 
be tasteless motherfuckers with mentalities 
of zero. You probably will get lots more let- 
ters, but I hope you read this one, because I 
personally would like to make a direct 
underground route to China with your ugly 
bodies, you bastards! May the fleas of a 
thousand whores’ cunts infest your faces! 

—Brad Sawin 
Rocklin, California 


I was glancing over your February issue 
and came across something that I thought 
was done in very, very poor taste. I am refer- 
ring to your “DC-10 Aviation Award,” 
which you gave to the late Thurman Mun- 
son. I think this was really uncalled for. How 
would Larry Flynt like it if he got an award 
for being the world’s fastest walker? I’m sure 
he would be upset. Stupid things like that 


WE GIVE YOU ACTION 
NOT WORDS! 


Action that will turn you on! 
Let’s get right to the point. 
We sell Adult film & 
video entertainment, 
specifically uncen- 
sored explicit erotica. 
Film Collectors Association 
(F.C.A.) produces its own 


fine films that are not avail- 
able anywhere except 


through us by mail. 
People of every pro- 
fession and from 
everywhere have ac- 


quired our films with com- 


plete satisfaction 


The material we are offering is exactly 
what you think it is! 


Film Collectors Association Dept. nu-s 
Box H 134 Inglewood, CA 90306 


| hereby certify that | am 21 years of age and authorize you to mail me such 
materials and/or circulars which you, in your sole discretion, feel | may have an 


interest in. 
Sign Name 


Name 
Address 


City State 


Zip 


(CD t enclosed $1 for full color Catalog and literature. 
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get people disgusted and give your magazine 
a bad name. I surely hope I don’t come 
across anything like this again. 
—Todd Ventresca 
Pickerington, Ohio 


Your “DC-10 Aviation Award” to Thur- 
man Munson is sick! He gave so much to all 
of us—his teammates, fans and the world— 
with his leadership and performance. In a 
time of few heroes he stood tall as a man and 
athlete. Show that picture to his teammates 
and see if your head isn’t stuck up the right 
place! I used to respect you for your bold- 
ness and daring. I'd like to see a picture of 
Larry Flynt in his wheelchair being dis- 
qualified in the 100-meter dash. 

— Marvin L. Nicholson 
Crawfordsville, Indiana 


We too respect and admire Thurman Munson as 
a great American sports hero. But we satirize one 
and all, including Larry Flynt, who has also 
suffered tragedy in his own life. 


Spacy Sex: In your February issue you car- 
ried a wonderful parody called Star Tricks: 
The Photos. 1 think the humor was pure ge- 
nius, and I think the black lady who played 
Lieutenant O’Whora was really beautiful. 
I'd love to see more of her if you could ar- 
range it. And keep that satire coming. We 
love it. —Tommy Jackson 

Los Angeles, California 


Because of many letters like the above, Lieu- 
tenant O’Whora and Mr. Spic return at the helm 
of their starship in a special photo-spread in next 
month’s HUSTLER. 


Black Slack: For some time I have been 
looking for enough nerve to write you. My 
complaint is that I buy magazine after mag- 
azine—yours and others—and I don’t find 
any black girls in them. I see a few in your 
Beaver Hunt; yet you never run any full 
spreads of black girls like you do with the 
others. So how about letting us see black 
women with it spread open? 

— Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


We often use black girls in our photo-spreads — 
most recently in the February issue. And Maid for 
Each Other, beginning on page 74 of this issue, 
has just what you want. But asking for pictures 
of black women is the same as asking for pictures 
of Hungarian women, Polish women or Italian 
women. 


More Cock: My husband and I have been 
subscribers to your magazine for more than 
two years now, and we truly enjoy it. How- 
ever, there is one thing I'd like to see: more 
cock! HUSTLER is just as much for women 
as it is for men; so what’s the problem? No 
models? No courage? Or what? We’ve seen 


Your second night's “Your secoadaavelodsing 
is always free at over 800 
famous-name hotels and 

motels in 550 cities 
coast-to-coast... .and 28 


foreign countries. 


You'll stay at the best for less. 
With your International Travel 
Card, you get your second night's 
lodging free at participating famous- 
name hotels and motels like Holiday 
Inns ...Hilton Inns ...Hyatts... 
Howard Johnsons... . Playboy Re- 
sorts... Ramada Inns...Rodeway 
Inns ...Sheratons. .. TraveLodges 
... Best Westerns... The Radisson 
Collection ...and many more. 
Cugieally only large corporations, 
with extensive travel activity, en- 
joyed the benefits of this savings 
plan. Now, everyone travels and, 
as rewarding as the second-night- 
free plan is for our Cardholders, it 
is an equally welcome boon to 
innkeepers. 

Like airline super saver plans 
There’s no secret why these leading 
hotels, motels and resorts elected to 
expand this special program. Just as 
the airlines hate to fly with empty 
seats, so hotels and motels hate to 
have empty rooms. 


Airline super saver plans are attract- 
ing an enormous amount of new 
business, especially during non-peak 
periods, and the Travel Card Savings 
Plan is filling normally vacant rooms 
for hotel operations, 
Saving is as simple as 
showing your Card 
There's nothing complicated about 
it. Make your reservations as usual 
and show your Travel Card when 
you check in. You pay the hotel’s 
regular published rate for the first 
night and your second night is “on 
the house” — absolutely FREE. 
More than pays for itself.. 
again and again 
A Full Membership with Interna- 
tional Travel Card costs you just 
iF ae less than the average cost 
of a single hotel/motel room for 
one night. That's right, you can save 
more than the entire fee for a full 
year with just one trip. 

Consider these examples 
Family Auto Trip... Take 2 weeks 
off and tour Florida. Stop at Day- 
tona Beach and see the sights. Your 
motel room is #29.00 per night and 
your 2nd night is FREE. 


Next stop at Disney World. Your 
hotel room is #33.00 per night. Stay 
2 nights, your ond night is FREE! 


In just 2 stops you have saved $62.00! 1 


wanna nee -- $$ == - +--+ ---- 5 


Directories of hotels and motels 
Members receive a library of five 
volumes containing more than 
1,000 pages, One Directory covers 
the Northeastern U.S., others the 
Northwest, Southwest, and South- 
east. There's even a separate Direc- 
tory that covers the rest of the 
world, Canada, Mexico, Europe, 
Israel, and the Caribbean; PLUS 23 
other countries, All Directories are 
frequently updated with new 
hotels and motels, 

Look what you get 

Sor $25 a year. 

Being a Travel Card member means 
more than savings on your lodgings. 


MAIL TODAY 
FOR FREE 
15-DAYTRIAL = 


“When you show this card, your second night is FREE.” 


And new member benefits are 
added frequently. For example: 
Free travel insurance 
a regular member you're auto- 


po: y covered by 10,000 Travel 


Accident Insurance at no extra cost. 


And up to #250,000 in coverage 
is available at low group rates 
—part of which includes 24 hour 
accident protection, even while at 
home. 

No charge American Express 

Foreign Checks 

Travel Card members can make un- 
limited cash purchases of American 
Express Foreign Travelers Checks by 
mail (you receive a free kit with 
your membership) or at any 


THE INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL CARD MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 


Yes, enroll me as an ITC member for the term I've checked below under your 15-day 
Satisfaction guarantee. 


One-year membership $25 (_] Two-year membership $40 (save $10) 
Tax-deductible, business travelers may deduct the full cost of their ITC card as a business expense. 


THE UNBELIEWABLE CARD THAT 
GETS YOU A FREE NIGHT'S STAY. 


Mutual of Omaha TeleTrip 
Counters, located in airport ter- 
minals throughout the North 
American continent. 

Free currency conversion 
Also, through special arrangements 
with Tele‘Trip, Travel Card members 
can exchange foreign currency at 
no charge either by mail or at any 
one of the Mutual of Omaha 
counters in airports throughout 
the U.S. and Canada. 

Rental car discounts 
Preferred customer discounts at 
thousands of Hertz, Avis, National, 
Thrifty and Budget Rent-A-Car 
counters worldwide. 

Rand McNally Road Atlas 
New members get a free Rand 
McNally Pocket Road Atlas with 
their membership kit. This Atlas 
features 53 pages of full color maps 
of all so states, Canada and Mexico. 


You take absolutely no risk 
Once your membership kit arrives 
you have fifteen (1s) days to check it 
out, to make sure the Travel Card 
and its privileges are all you ex- 
pected, If you are not completely 
satisfied, return the kit and your 
membership card for a full and im- 
mediate refund. The Road Atlas 
remains yours to keep free, with 
our best wishes, 


TO ORDER CALL TOLL FREE: 
800-453-8777 EXT. 129 
IN UTAH: 

800-662-8666 EXT. 129 
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ASSOCIATE MEMBERSHIPS 


Name 


Associate membership cards are available for immediate members of your family for only $10 each (a 60% savings off 
the regular annual fee). Your spouse and children can also enjoy the same savings as you do, while traveling on their own. 


__ Relationship. 


Name _ 


Relationship_ 


Mail to: International Travel Card, c/o HUSTLER, P.O. Box 67068, Los Angeles, CA 90067 
Please allow two (2) weeks for processing, personalizing and mailing. ©1979 United Pavel Systems, Inc 


“almost” everything in your magazine. 

Come on, HUSTLER—show us this, and we 
can truly say we’ve seen it “all”! 

—R.C.H. 

Rock Island, Illinois 


As we said last month in Feedback, the men-to- 
women ratio in our photo-spreads reflects the 
wishes of our readers. If we get as many requests 
for males as we do for females, our pictorials will 
reflect that. 


Celestial Beauty: | just finished reading 
the February HUSTLER. It has to be the best 
issue yet for beautiful women. Celeste: Blue 
Mood, the HUSTLER Honey, is the foxiest 
chick to ever grace the pages of your maga- 
zine. I'd like to see another set of photos 
featuring her in a forest by a stream or in a 
bed of ferns. Also, Terri Wilson in Beaver 
Hunt would definitely be a good candidate 
for a centerfold. How about her with 
Celeste? Blonde on blonde—what a picture 
that would be! —A.N. 

Warren, Ohio 


Praise of Older Women: This is the first 
time I’ve ever written to any magazine, but 
after reading your February issue I felt the 
urge. I’ve been reading HUSTLER since its 
inception, and I still have most copies. I 
especially enjoy your Feedback section—it’s a 
good yardstick of present-day beliefs. 


I also can see improvements through the 
years in HUSTLER’s quality, particularly in 
the area of photo-reproduction in Beaver 
Hunt. And thanks for remembering that we 
older men appreciate the real beauty of 
ladies 30 years old and up (like Jean Myers 
in the February Beaver Hunt). V’ve had 
numerous opportunities to photograph some 
great-looking, sexy older ladies, and I rate 
them number one—alongside your great 
magazine. —R. A. M. 

Clarksville, Tennessee 


Bodyguard: This is in response to your fea- 
ture Bodyguards (February). From your arti- 
cle it would seem that Milo Speriglio, one of 
the bodyguards interviewed, knows very lit- 
tle about cops and much less about execu- 
tive protection. When he says that cops 
make the worst bodyguards, you can believe 
he is talking through his asshole. 

I have been a police officer for 19 years 
and an off-duty bodyguard for 12 years. I 
am now one of the bodyguards for the chair- 
man of the board of an oil company. Any 
cop worth his salt knows that our badge 
doesn’t cover our ass, much less wield any 
power. When Speriglio says he trains some- 
body to have “20 eyes and ears” to “size 
someone up in a moment,” he is full of shit. 
These things come only with years of 
experience and are learned on the street. 

— Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


itr YoU THINK YOU'RE SO GREAT, juST 
REMEMBER THIS : 
BREN BETWEEN SHIT AND PISS. 
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Sleazy Al: I could keep my disgust to 
myself no longer. What did you people think 
you were doing by having Al Goldstein do 
your annual review of men’s magazines 
(January)? Who in their right mind is going 
to listen to the opinions of that sleazy slug? 
Who is going to even go so far as to read his 
opinions after witnessing the gross display of 
his body, with that lecherous leer decorating 
his puss? 
You know, Al Goldstein is the kind of 
creep who gives porn a bad name! 
—Name Withheld by Request 
Los Angeles, California 


Lay Honey Lay: Tonight, like most nights, 
we were sitting around getting stoned, and 
we happened to find a very strange 
phenomenon. It had to do with your beauti- 
ful HUSTLER Honey in the January issue 
(Toni: Dreaming of a Pink Christmas). We 
couldn’t help but notice the little man be- 
tween her long, gorgeous legs. From eight to 
ten feet away, if you’ll notice, her luscious 
pubic hair seems to form the hair on the 
man’s head. Her clitoris forms the man’s big 
nose. Her vaginal opening makes the man’s 
mouth. We feel the man is Bob Dylan. 

— Name and Address 

Withheld by Request 


Photo Idea: I’m a HUSTLER fan, and 
when I saw in your December 1979 issue 
that the next month’s features would in- 
clude a pictorial on female truckers, I was 
thrilled. ’'m a female trucker myself, and 
when I bought your January issue, I was 
sorely disappointed that your version only 
involved pickup trucks. As usual, the girls 
were good-looking, but I thought it was 
going to involve tractor-trailers, not pickups. 
Would it be possible for you to do a pic- 
torial for the “Kings and Queens” of the 
road? I know a lot of truckers, and there are 
a lot of luscious beavers out there who do 
their best to make a trucker’s life more 
enjoyable. —Donna Hill 
West Chester, Pennsylvania 


We've forwarded your request to our Photo 
Department. 


Satanic Plea: You topped yourself with 
your article Anton LaVey: Disciple of the Devil 
(HUSTLER, December 1979). Please tell me 
how I can find out more about the Church of 
Satan. Also, where can I find copies of 
Anton LaVey’s books the Satanic Bible and 
The Satanic Rituals? —JjJ.V.O. 

Lawton, Oklahoma 


You can write to the Church of Satan at P.O. Box 
896, Daly City, California 94017. Anton 
LaVey’s books are available at most occult 
bookstores, or you can order them by writing to 
Avon Books (959 Eighth Avenue, New York, 
New York 10019). Gy 


World News Roundup 


2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067 


become masculine. That's the claim of University of Saint Louis psychiatry professor Dr. Walter Ong. 

He points out that the male embryo has to start producing male hormones very quickly to offset "any 
possible effect" of the female hormones already circulating in the womb. Ong argues that as a result of 
this, a man ''quite simply spends the rest of his life proving himself, asserting the masculinity he fought 
so hard for at the outset.'' This nonstop process of assertion is what makes men so restless and insecure, 
the professor says. Women, in comparison, are "fundamentally stable" because they spring from a 
prenatal environment that was supportive rather than competitive. 


John Wayne may roll over at the news, but a Canadian historian now claims there was a good deal of 
homosexuality in the 0ld West--at least in Canada. Terry Chapman, a researcher at the University of 
Alberta, bases this conclusion on his extensive studies of old books, newspapers and court records. His 
findings show that being a gay cowpuncher was no picnic; homosexuality brought life imprisonment to 
those convicted, while an attempted homosexual act drew a seven-year term. Chapman argues that the 
high incidence of homosexuality stemmed from the scarcity of women in the Canadian West. 


An 11-week TV strike in Britain last summer helped cause a baby boom. The British commercial 
network, ITV, was off the air from August through October of last year, and the British Medical 
Association (BMA) reports that many maternity hospitals are booked solid starting in April of this year. 
A BMA spokesperson remarked: "People had nothing to do while the TV strike was on; so they went to bed 
and made love." The number of births should drop into the normal range again after July 24, the BMA 
predicts. That will be nine months since the end of the strike. 


Elsewhere in Britain, scientists have reportedly found a safe contraceptive that also appeals to the 
sweet tooth. According to "The Futurist" magazine, tests with animals indicate that sugar which has 
been chemically treated with chlorine inhibits fertility thoroughly without affecting the sex drive. The 
chlorinated-sugar compound apparently reduces the ability of sperm cells to obtain the energy they 
need to survive long enough for fertilization to occur. 


Sexual harassment in the U.S. Army is driving women out of the service, the "Baltimore Sun" reports. 
The forms of harassment range from sexual innuendoes to assault and even to sexual blackmail in 
return for promotions, claim the female soldiers interviewed in the "Sun."' The women said both the 
nature of the problem and the military structure itself discourage them from filing formal charges. 


United States immigration authorities cannot admit known homosexuals into the country until 
Congress removes an antigay provision from federal immigration laws. That conclusion, reached by the 
Justice Department's legal counsel, overturns last summer's decision to allow gay aliens entrance into 
the U.S. The policy reversal may be difficult to enforce, however--the U.S. Public Health Service has 
stated it will no longer examine foreigners for indications of homosexuality, since modern medical 
opinion doesn't classify homosexuality as an illness. 


of Spain's leading neo-fascist party, has proposed legalizing the kept woman as a way to "rescue the 
legitimacy" of children born in such situations. Pinar is not exactly a radical reformer though. The 
Roman Catholic politico is opposed to divorce, and only made his proposal to keep innocent children from 
suffering for the "sins" of their parents. @ 
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GENTLEMAN'S 


COMPANI 


SPICE 


Everything naughty 
and nice, that’s what 


GENTLEMAN’S 
COMPANION 


is made of. When you 
pick us up you'll be 
entertained, informed 
and turned on. We're 
everything the perfect 
GENTLEMAN’S 
COMPANION 
should be: interesting, 
stimulating and erotic. 
Fun reading and hot 
photos make usa 
magazine you won't 
want to miss. Makea 
date with us each 
month! 


OMPANION 
a 5 


Premier Issue 
On Sale at 
Newsstands 
Everywhere 
April 10, 1980 


annoying kinds 
of assholes is the 
royal asshole, a 
government official who 
lives like a king, amassing a 
personal fortune while total- 
ly ignoring the problems of 
his people. That’s what led 
to the downfall of the Shah 
of Iran. But the dreaded 
Shah himself could have 
learned a few tricks from 
Ferdinand Marcos, the dic- 
tator of the Philippines and 
HUSTLER’s May Asshole of 
the Month. 

Marcos declared martial 
law in September 1972 and 
since then has ruled by de- 
cree, instituting a political 
system he refers to as “con- 
stitutional authoritarian- 
ism” —in other words, tyran- 
ny. Marcos directed the mili- 
tary to use severe torture 
techniques in order to main- 
tain order and keep himself 
and his friends in power. 

Amnesty International 
reports that more than 
50,000 Filipinos have been 
arrested for political reasons 
since martial law was de- 
clared in 1972, with at least 
6,000 of them still in jail. 
Nearly 70% of the prisoners 
interviewed by an Amnesty 
International delegation 
were reportedly tortured— 
for example, by such meth- 
ods as burning the genitals 
and pubic hair with the 
flame of a cigarette lighter, 
or by having beatings ad- 
ministered with rifle butts, 
heavy wooden clubs or large 
bottles. 

Marcos also stripped many 
of the country’s wealthiest 
families of their assets— 
which most notably in- 
cluded newspapers and 
radio and television sta- 
tions—then transferred 
these holdings to various 
friends and relatives. In the 


ne of the most’ 


process his personal fortune 
swelled to an estimated $100 
million. There could be no 
official complaints about 
this, as Marcos controls the 
media so tightly that both 
freedom of speech and of 
the press are virtually 
nonexistent. 

In fact, an entire issue of 
Time magazine was recently 
banned from the Philippines 
because it contained an un- 
complimentary report on 
Marcos’s wife, Imelda, whose 
lavish spending habits would 
put even the richest Arab 
sheikh to shame. According 


ASSHOLE 


OF THE MONTH 
Ferdinand Marcos 


to a spokesman for Cartier, 
one of the world’s most pres- 
tigious jewelers, Mrs. Mar- 
cos has assembled the largest 
private collection of gems on 
earth. But most Filipinos 
will never read about that, 
since it was Mrs. Marcos 
who handpicked the chair- 
man of the country’s Board 
of Censors. 

As for these censors, they 
are notorious for butchering 
movies. Even though Apoca- 
lypse Now was shot on loca- 
tion in the Philippines, the 
board ordered all violent 
and sexual scenes edited out 


before the film could be seen 
by Filipino audiences, who 
probably felt like they were 
watching ‘“‘Walt Disney 
Goes to War.” But it’s all 
in line with Marcos’s policy 
of keeping political dissi- 
dents from getting any 
bright ideas about rebellion. 

In addition, the Marcos 
regime has tried to keep Fili- 
pinos in the sexual Dark 
Ages by restricting distribu- 
tion of HUSTLER and other 
explicit sex magazines. Be- 
cause of the country’s repres- 
sive political climate, major 
distributors have not tried to 
market HUSTLER in the 
Philippines, even though 
the demand is so great that 
the few issues that do find 
their way into the country 
change hands for as much 
as $18. 

The restrictive environ- 
ment of their homeland has 
forced some politically con- 
scious Filipinos to flee the 
islands and try to arouse 
anti-Marcos sentiment from 
abroad. Still, the despotic 
Marcos continues to harass 
them. They are even spied 
upon. A recent report by 
the United States Senate 
Foreign Relations Commit- 
tee identifies the Philippines 
as one of five countries main- 
taining extensive intelli- 
gence-gathering operations 
in the United States, reput- 
edly with both CIA and FBI 
cooperation. 

As long as Marcos stays in 
power, political insanity will 
remain a way of life in the 
Philippines, a country where 
serious malnutrition affects 
30% of all Filipino chil- 
dren—and as many as 80% 
in the poorest provinces. 

And that’s apparently just 
fine with a royal asshole like 
Ferdinand Marcos, a man 
who has elevated oppression 
to a fine art. 
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Everybody tells us, “Try a salad 
bar; try a salad bar!” So we 
went looking, and after a lot of 


& 
Facing the 
Facts s.0.- 


she keep her skin that way? 
With Toxy-5, the new acne 
medication. Scientists say lye 
and sulfuric acid kill blemish- 
causing bacteria. At least that’s 
what our interpreters told us 
after decoding the information 
accompanying this photo from 
the French magazine Hara-Kiri 
(10 Rue des Trois Portes, 75005 
Paris, France). 


Our Men in Powder Blue 


Being probed by a hardened 
cop may never be the same in 
San Francisco. Its police de- 
partment, trying the same kind 
of “outreach drive” used to hire 


HUSTLER 


ethnic minorities, has enlisted 
several gay men in the force. 
What kind of men make up the 
Frisco cops? No one; they do 
their own makeup. 


trouble we found this one. You 
guys are into weird stuff! Okay, 
it was an easy place to mix, and 


Smoking 
Jacket 


Finally a smoking jacket that 
works! This dandy piece of eve- 
ning wear is from the famous 


we didn’t find any fruits there. 
But the girls were sure a bunch 
of cold tomatoes. 


Tris showrooms, the same fine 
folks who brought you flam- 
mable pajamas for tots. Here’s 
something for the sophisticated 
guy who wants to show how hot 
he really is. Smoking-jacket 
smoke alarms are also available 
for a small additional fee. 


PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT 


Chipping Away at Free Speech 


ost people assume that the United States Supreme 
WY Ge exists to safeguard our Constitutional rights. 
But I’m alarmed by the way the justices who sit on the 
nation’s highest court have been chipping away at First Amend- 
ment guarantees. In effect, they are rewriting the Constitution. 

In the last year or so there has been an avalanche of bad deci- 
sions by the Supreme Court, decisions that could eventually 
bury the idea of freedom of the press in America. Actually, 
we're feeling the effects of Richard Nixon’s Presidency, since 
his appointees are the ones who have given the Court a shove in 
the wrong direction. 

In fact, it was the “Nixon Court” whose Gertz v. Welch deci- 
sion in 1974 started the current onslaught of repression by mak- 
ing it easier for journalists and writers to be sued for libel by 
someone claiming not to be a public figure—even if that person 
has been the subject of previous publicity. I think that decision 
was a serious blow to the press’s freedom to cover personalities 
in the public eye, a freedom that is essential in a free society. 
Rather than muzzling the media, the Supreme Court should be 
protecting them. 

With the justices moving full-speed-ahead to stymie the 
press’s attempts at keeping the public informed, the danger of 
secret trials is becoming very real. Closing courtrooms to the 
press would not only squash the public’s right to know; it would 
also threaten the right of those accused of a crime to a fair trial, 
since only by permitting close public scrutiny can honest trials 
be guaranteed. 

Would you feel your legal rights were safe if you had to facea 
judge with neither the public nor the press allowed to observe 
the proceedings? The Supreme Court took a big step toward 
secret trials last year when it upheld a decision by a Waterloo, 
New York, judge that banned reporters from an important 
pretrial hearing. That ruling (Gannett v. DePasquale) had such 
an effect that in the five-month period following the decision, 
members of the media were barred from 65 pretrial hearings 
across the country. 

Things have gotten so bad that even authors of fiction aren’t 
safe. Last December the Supreme Court let stand a $75,000 li- 
bel judgment awarded a California psychologist who claimed 
his reputation was damaged because a character in a novel 


about nude encounter groups resembled him. That decision has 
caused panic among American authors—and it’s easy to see 
why. Any writer of fiction who creates a character resembling a 
real person can very easily be sued. 

Another victim of the Supreme Court’s assault on freedom of 
speech is the writer or artist who uses parody as a form of ex- 
pression. The justices recently let stand a lower-court ruling 
that awarded $190,000 in damages to Walt Disney Productions 
because a cartoonist depicted Mickey Mouse too accurately ina 
satirical comic strip. Americans ranging from Mark Twain to 
cartoonists for Mad magazine have used the time-honored tradi- 
tion of satire for social comment. But now artists and writers are 
likely to have the Supreme Court looking over their shoulders if 
they want to spoof certain established American symbols. 

The Supreme Court justices are bending so easily to those 
people who would prefer to end freedom of speech that I can’t 
help but be afraid they will bend just as easily to those who 
want to end the crucial separation between Church and State. 
After all, the Supreme Court itself laid down the guidelines that 
left the legal definition of obscenity to be determined by local 
community standards. Since local morality is really determined 
by the dominant religion in an area, the very act of allowing 
local communities to determine what is “obscene” blurs the dis- 
tinction between Church and State. 

I was a victim of that problem in March 1979, when religious- 
ly dictated community standards in Atlanta, Georgia, formed 
the basis of my conviction for publishing allegedly obscene 
material. There is no doubt in my mind that rulings like that 
one narrow the gap between Church and State because they 
let religion determine what is supposedly damaging to a 
community. 

The late Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas, a great 
supporter of individual liberty, once said that freedom of speech 
should have “no exceptions—no preferred classes for whose 
benefits the First Amendment extends, no exempt classes.” 


I couldn’t agree more. 
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Food for Thought 


leagues’ sexual shenanigans 
that he lectured them on the 
importance of projecting a 
‘pure’ image. The lecture 


Some of America’s astronauts 
were not above screwing some- 
one besides their wives, accord- 
ing to a new book entitled The 
Right Stuff by Tom Wolfe. The 
book claims that John Glenn 
became so upset over his col- 


lasted until fellow astronaut 
Alan Shepard told him to mind 
his own business. 


Run for 
Your Life 


Anyone who jogs in the smog 
must be dying to get in shape. 
And we do mean dying; yahoos 
who sprint up and down the 
block don’t seem to realize that 


That Out 


This scene is from The 
Circumcision of the Child 
Christ, a painting by the 
16th-century Flemish 
master Jose Liefferine. 
The shot (reprinted here 
courtesy of the Bettmann 
Archive, Inc., 136 East 
57th Street, New York, 
New York 10022) is a 
visual reminder that one 
of the major contribu- 
tions the Jews have made 
to Western civilization is 
circumcision—having the 
end of your cock cut off. 


gases like nitrogen dioxide and 
ozone can kill you. 

You'd think city joggers 
would figure it out, especially 
since they wind up running 
right next to the main source of 
that smog—vehicular exhaust. 
Besides, any sport that has in- 
tense pain as its main goal 
should be left to the Iranians. 
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There are “tit men,” “‘ass men,” 
“twat men”...and then there 
are guys like this great white 
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hunter. HUSTLER was im- 
pressed with his collection, 
and he even agreed to pose with 
one of his prize catches, ex- 
plaining, “She thought I was 
pulling her leg.” She was right. 


Send This 
Boy to 
Camp 


That beer-gut and lobotomy 
expression belong to Bob 
Greene, columnist and overfed 
boy crusader for the Chicago 
Tribune. This monstrosity is 
“The Bob Greene Sex Symbol 
Poster.” The 19" x 23” poster is 
$3 from Crosswinds (P.O. Box 
AJ, Fenton, Missouri 63026). 
One can only wonder what 
corrupt state of mind Greene 
was in to foist this self-serving 
“graven image” on the public. 
Aside from posing as a horse’s 
ass, Bob has on many occasioris 
found time to foul-mouth 


Make Sense, 
Not Dollars 


When you stop to consider 
today’s spiraling inflation rate, 
it’s no surprise that money’s not 
good for much anymore. So, as 
a public service, HUSTLER pre- 
sents a list of things to do with 
those worthless greenbacks: 

1. Wallpaper your bathroom. If 


| you piss away your money, this 


one’s a natural. 

2. Start a bonfire. When it 
comes to going up in smoke, 
you can’t beat the dollar. 

3. Stuff a bird. We're only 
talking about chicken feed any- 
how, right? 

4. Make a doormat. If every- 
body else can walk all over the 
dollar, why not you? 

5. Make a football. Pass the 
buck. 

6. Use it as a HUSTLER book 
marker. Think green. 


t = =. 


HUSTLER Publisher Larry 
Flynt. After the poster photo 
session Bob said, “If those of us 
in the news business start tak- 
ing ourselves too seriously, then 
we’re in real trouble.” 

Don’t worry, Bob—we never 
took you seriously. 


Showing a potato shaped 
like a cock might be 
called half-baked. But we 

©. think the whole thing is 
cockeyed. 


Dirty 
Pitchers 


There’s no doubt in our minds 
that the manufacturer of the 
“tit” pitcher shown here is 
hoping to milk the American 
breast fetish for all it’s worth. 
Just trying to get a handle on 
this jug should have all the guys 
creaming. 

The “tit” pitcher will be 
yours for $17.98 plus an ad- 
ditional $1.50 to cover the costs 
of postage and handling. It’s 
available from F&A Enterprises 
(645% Giano Avenue, City of 
Industry, California 91744). 


Meal 


That half-eaten apple core ff 
you’re ready to throw away | 
could feed a family of five in | 

Cambodia. That’s right. 
An apple core is a feast to 
people who have nothing to eat 
but pride. HUSTLER is asking 
you to reach down deep into 
your trash can, stick something 
in an envelope and send it toa 
starving Cambodian. 

Tireless HUSTLER volun- 
teers— shown here—are already 
working day and night to pro- 
cess your donations. Any 
crusading magazine with our 
boundless courage and limitless 
sensivity could do no less. But 
we don’t want your thanks—we 
want your garbage. 


—— 


The Best of CHIC | 


We promised the folks at our sister magazine, CHIC, 
we'd help promote their second BEST OF CHIC col- 
lection if we liked it. Well, we’ve taken a look at THE 
BEST OF CHIC #2, and we love it. It not only fea- 
tures the world’s most beautiful women, but there’s 
a roundup of nude celebrity Mystery Guests, one of 
CHIC’s most popular features. 

THE BEST OF CHIC #2 is available on newsstands 
for $2.95, or you can order it by mail for $2.95 plus 
$1 for postage and handling from Flynt Subscription 
Company, Inc. (P.O. Box 67068, Los Angeles, 
California 90067). 


Driving 
School for 
the Blind 


HUSTLER is disgusted by the 
prejudice in this country that is 
keeping the blind from getting 
behind the wheel. If there’s any 
reason the blind shouldn’t 
drive, we can’t see it. Further- 
more, HUSTLER intends to put 
the sightless on the streets by 
supporting driving schools like 
the one shown here. Anyone 
who says the blind shouldn’t 
drive has never tried to get any- 
where by dog! We encourage 
and praise the fine efforts of the 
driving schools that help blind 
people over a few of the harder 
bumps of life. 

They let Teddy Kennedy 
drive, don’t they? 
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Can’t Keep My Eyes 


minute she walked in the door, 
but she left because the party 
bored her to tears. Too bad; she 
was a real eyeful. 


Off of You 


She caught everyone’s eye the 


of Woman 
Reads 


Playgirl? 
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She’s smart, sensitive, liberated. 
She also eats bananas and 
swings from trees. 

So says Adrian Desmond, 
who claims in his book The 
Ape’s Reflexion that female apes 
get turned on by reading Play- 
girl magazine. 

And they say women don’t 
monkey around.... 


Watch Your Ass 


Imitation may be the sincerest 
form of flattery, but there’s no 
excuse for theft. 

We ran a painting by Olivia 
DeBerardinis as the cover of 
HUSTLER’s Fifth Anniversary 
Issue, published in July 1979. 
Four months later the French 
edition of Playboy showed the 
same picture on its cover, 
except the magazine used a 
photograph shot with a live 


We feel sad whenever we 
see a great magazine stoop so 
low as to steal ideas from its 
competitors. We also wonder 
what kind of swine photog- 
rapher has such a lack of 
creativity that he has to lift 
someone else’s layout? Ob- 
viously, the rabid rabbit has 
its eyes on the trendsetter, 
HUSTLER. 

Want to put us on the pay- 
roll too, Hef? 


iG 


\ | RANCANSE 


Seizure World 


Nobody likes old sick people— 
you never know when they’ll 
have a cardiac arrest at dinner 
and pitch face-forward into the 
mashed potatoes. And when 
they’re not ruining your meal, 
you can still count on the aging 
loved ones in your family to 
embarrass you in a hundred 
other ways. 

At Seizure World they 
understand these problems. 


Give the sweet old fellow a taste 


of last-resort living; at Seizure 
World senile citizens whine and 
dine in a country-club atmo- 
sphere. And their special econo- 
my package saves you money 
by cutting out unnecessary 
“extras’”’—food, shelter and 
medical care. 

So the next time Gramps 
makes a fool of himself, remem- 
ber Seizure World’s motto: 
“We get them out of your way 
at a price you can pay.” 


~~ f 
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Home of the 


Whopper 


loony Jerry Aibel 


Here’s 


hay 


ETAT a 


again—he’s a regular contrib- 
utor to HUSTLER—proving 
that this fast-food chain’s 
slogan is true. Have it your 
way, Jerry, but next time “hold 
the pickle.” 


“Couldn't | be on top until your cold is better?” 


Edited by Bruce Helford 


AYATOLLAH 

KHOMEINI 

June 1979 

The Ayatollah | 
Khomeini— 

June’s Asshole 

of the Month 

and HUSTLER’s Asshole of the 
Year (BEST OF HUSTLER 
#5)—is in print again, but this 
time he’s an author. The 
Ayatollah has written a book 
called Principes Politiques, 
Philosophiques, Sociaux et 
Religieux (Political, Philosoph- 
ical, Social and Religious Prin- 
ciples), and a French instructor 
named Robert Donohue has 
recently translated parts of it. 
According to Donohue, the 
book contains such words of 
wisdom as, “A single pebble is 
adequate to wipe the anus,” 
and ‘“‘Horsemeat is not recom- 
mended, but it is strictly forbid- 
den if the horse has been 
sodomized by a man while the 
animal was still alive.” 


REVEREND 

TED 

McILVENNA 

April 1979 

As a Methodist 

minister who 

pounds the sex 

beat for God, the Reverend Ted 
Mclivenna, interviewed by 
HUSTLER, has fought the good 
fight for sexual understanding 
and tolerance within the Meth- 
odist Church. However, some 


HUSTLER 
Wants You 


HUSTLER has a plan to help 
you fight inflation: We’re in- 
creasing the amount we pay for 
contributions to Bits & Pieces. 
We're now paying readers $150 
for interesting visuals and sto- 
ries. So help fight rising costs by 


mailing in your contributions. 


Contributors 


other members of the church 
are still repressed in their sex- 
ual attitudes. Ten explicit 
educational sex films made by 
Methodist ministers (most by 
Mcllvenna himself) were nearly 
removed from use for sex coun- 
seling by churches in the 
Nashville, Tennessee, area. The 
Nashville bishop and local 
Methodist groups tried to have 
screenings stopped, but the 
deciding body—the Board of 
Discipleship—ruled the films 
could continue being shown if 
audiences were restricted to sex 
counselors. 


WIFE- 

BEATING 

July 1979 

Nearly a year 

ago HUSTLER 

brought the 

plight of the 

battered wife to the public’s 
attention and pointed out how 
difficult it is for victims to 
obtain help. Painfully slow to 
act, Congress is finally pushing 
through funds to aid the domes- 
tically abused. The House of 
Representatives has approved a 
$65-million program to provide 
shelter and other services for 
battered wives, children or any- 
one else suffering from violence 
at home. Congresswoman Bar- 
bara Mikulski (Democrat-Mary- 
land), one of the bill’s sponsors, 
said an estimated 1.8 million 
women are beaten every year— 
which works out to one every 18 
seconds. The program will help 
them in addition to the esti- 
mated 60,000 to 100,000 chil- 
dren who are sexually abused 
each year. 


Lo 
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HUSTLER pays $150 for 
interesting visuals and sto- 


ries for Bits & Pieces. We buy all rights to material accepted 
for publication, but we will return art on request (enclose a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope). For May, $150 and thanks 


to Ferry Aibel. 
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DON'T 
MISS 

A GOOD 
THING 


Did you miss Celeste, 
HUSTLER’s Honey for 
February? For those poor, 
misguided connoisseurs.of 
the flesh who missed her, 
here she is —courtesy of 
HUSTLER’S Subscription 
Department. 

But you can’t count on us 
to do this the next time you 
miss a HUSTLER centerfold. 
byen if you saw Celeste, 
you'll want to make sure you 
don’t miss any of our hot 
photo-features in future 
issues. 

You also don’t want to 
miss our hard-hitting 
journalism, our wacko 
humor, our biting satire and 
our vital but down-to-earth 
information on sex and the 
world at large. 

You won't miss a thing if 
you fill out and send us the 
coupon below. 


HUSTLER. 


FLYNT SUBSCRIPTION 
COMPANY, INC. 


P.O. Box 67068 
Los Angeles, California 90067 


© New Subscriber O Renewal 
0 50% discount to all U.S. servicemen overseas 


U.S.C) 1 year @ $2706 2 @ $480 3 years @ $65 
Foreign © 1 year @ $330 2 years @ $600 3 years © $83 


Enclosed is my 0) check 1) money order (cash not 
accepted), or charge to my 0 VISAD MC: 


+ a 
Interbank No| lial a me 
Please Print 
Phone Number (Include Area Code.) 
Zip 
Signature Date 


All magazines delivered in unmarked wrappers. All subscription prices subject to change without notice. 


> 
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Advise & Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions on sexual hang-ups, 
physical and mental hygiene, personal safety, legal 
rights, etc. It is solely an educational feature and is not 
intended to replace the advice of a physician or attorney. 
If you have a question, address your correspondence to: 
HUSTLER, Advise & Consent Editor, 2029 Century 
Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. 


Edited by Stephanie Ross 


Nocturnal Emission: I’m an 18-year-old 
guy who often ejaculates in the night when 
sleeping. Could this be causing my pre- 
mature-ejaculation problem? I’ve had sex 
twice, and came much too quickly each 
time. What should I do? —B.H. 

Valdosta, Georgia 


Try being a little patient with yourself. It takes 
time for some men to learn how to control their 
ejaculations. As you become more sexually experi- 
enced, you will learn more control, and you'll 
probably find that your premature-ejaculation 
problem disappears. 

Also, Dr. John O'Connor of Columbia Uni- 
versity states that the opposite of what you fear is 
probably true. He thinks that those young men 
who have nocturnal emissions may have fewer 
fears about their sexuality than their peers do 
(even while asleep), and therefore are less likely 
to have sexual problems, such as premature ejacu- 
lation. So stop worrying, and give yourself time to 
gain more sexual experience. 


in or Out? Even though I have an IUD, I 
became pregnant. I’ve decided I want to 
keep the baby. One doctor told me that it 
was best to leave the IUD in during pregnan- 
cy. My girlfriend said this wasn’t true. I 
went to her gynecologist, and he said to take 
it out. What do you think? Please don’t tell 
me to see another doctor for another opin- 
ion; I’ll just get more confused. —J. M. K. 

Beaumont, Texas 


Women who have their IUDs removed when they 
learn they are pregnant have a 50% greater 
chance of carrying their pregnancies to term. 
Women who do not have their IUDs removed are 
50 times more likely to die from a septic spon- 
taneous abortion, according to the medical jour- 
nal Obstetrics and Gynecology. In addition, the 
Food and Drug Administration urges that the 
device be removed from pregnant women. Follow 
the advice of the doctor who recommended taking 
your IUD out. 


Cut and Dry: Two years ago, when I was 
36, I underwent a vasectomy. Since then my 
marriage ended, and I know my present 
lover is concerned about the possibility of 
our never having children. Is there any way 
to have the procedure reversed? —J.K. 

Saint Louis, Missouri 


It is possible to reverse a vasectomy. The most 
important factor seems to be time. The longer it 
has been since the vasectomy took place, the less 


likely it is that a reversal will be successful. This 
is due to a reduced capacity to produce sperm, 
since a portion of the sperm duct (vas deferens) is 
cut during the operation, and this results in an 
accumulation of backed-up air and fluid. There 
is not enough of a buildup for the man to feel, but 
after four or five years sperm production may not 
be sufficient to impregnate a woman even if the 
duct is reconnected. So if you are going to have the 
operation done, the sooner the better. 

By the way, the Population Crisis Committee 
has reported a 90% success rate in reversing 
vasectomies in the better U.S. medical centers. 
You might apply at the Ballas Medical Center in 
Saint Louis, a highly rated surgical center in 
your area. 


Wants to Get Hot: I have been married for 
five years and have never had an orgasm 
while making love with my husband. No 
matter what I do, I can’t seem to shake my 
parents’ puritanical attitudes about sex. Is 
there any hope for me? —M.E. 

New York, New York 


Leading sexologists have shown us that virtually 
all women are capable of orgasm, and sex 


therapists can greatly help a ‘‘pre-orgasmic”’ 


woman (one who has yet to reach orgasm). There 
are a number of qualified sex therapists in New 
York City who you can locate by calling your 
medical association. 

A few of the better-known institutes treating 
sexual dysfunction in Manhattan include: New 


York Hospital, Payne Whitney Sexual Dys- 
function Clinic, 525 East 68th Street; Colum- 
bia-Presbyterian Medical Center, International 
Institute for the Study of Human Reproduction, 
630 West 168th Street; Metropolitan Hospital, 
New York Medical College, Department of 
Obstetrics and Gynecology, 1901 First Avenue; 
Sexual Therapy and Education Center, 1249 
Fifth Avenue; and Roosevelt Hospital, 428 West 
59th Street. 

Just as an example, Dagmar O'Connor’s 
program at Roosevelt Hospital has been successful 
in treating more than 600 pre-orgasmic women. 
She finds that 88% of the women with sexual 
problems describe themselves as ‘good girls,” and 
she believes this is a factor contributing to their 
sexual difficulties. Evidently, many women feel 
that part of being “good” means not being sexual, 
and this belief robs them of their ability to attain 
orgasm. 

If you enter O’Connor’s program, you'll attend 
12 sessions that are essentially classes on how to 
enjoy your own sexuality. You'll learn to like your 
own body, and discover what turns it on an@ how 
to let it go. You will also be encouraged to talk 
with your parents about sexuality, which might 
brighten up their sex lives as well as your own. 

Remember, though, that the Roosevelt Hospi- 
tal program is just one of many in the Metropoli- 
tan Area. Check out several to find the one that is 
best suited for you. 


Hates Taste: How important is it to use 
spermicidal jelly when using a diaphragm? 


O- Kos 


“Get rid of that whip, buddy! That's my wife you're standing in line for!"’ 
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we 


My husband hates the taste, and while I 
want him to go down on me, I don’t want to 
get pregnant. Any solutions? —P.B. 

New Berlin, Wisconsin 


Fust as two heads are better than one, two birth- 
control precautions usually prove more reliable 
than one. However, Christopher Tietze of The 
Population Council in New York City reports 
that physicians have been advising their patients 
to use the diaphragm without the cream or jelly, 
since they feel this means their patients will be 
more likely to use the diaphragm. No study has 
been done that effectively compares pregnancy 
rates relating to diaphragms used with and with- 
out spermicides. 

Why don’t you try having oral sex first, and 
then insert the spermicide just before you have in- 
tercourse. This way you can have your sex and eat 
it loo—or vice versa. 


Sound and Sperm: | have a friend who 
told me he had his sperm count reduced 
through the use of sound waves. He says it’s 
a new method of birth control for males. Is 
there any truth to this? —F.M. 

Lemay, Missouri 


Sperm formation has been suppressed in several 
dogs and five men by the use of ultrasound at the 
University of Missouri School of Medicine. The 
subjects sat in a special chair with their testes 
resting in a Plexiglas cup filled with water; the 
water served as a conductor for high-frequency 
sound waves emanating from an ultrasonic ma- 
chine. The treatment was successful in lowering 


sperm counts in both the men and the dogs. The 
effect is presently believed to be reversible, al- 
though it can last up to a year or two. There have 
been no side effects with this method, which the 
human test subjects reported to be painless and 
even pleasurable. Also, the sex drive of the men 
going through the treatment improved. 


House Dick: My wife, I think, is cheating 
on me. We have lived together for two years, 
and I have had doubts about her fidelity for 
almost a year. Once I hadn’t touched her for 
about a week, and there was what looked 
like someone else’s dried cum on her under- 
pants. She said it was caused by a vaginal in- 
fection. Also, there have been times when I 
got inside her, and it felt like somebody had 
just left. When I accused her of making it 
with another guy, she said that she was just 
wet and ready for me. Please give me some 
advice on how to find out for sure. We have 
a really great relationship. She says there is 
no one else she wants, but what am I to 
think when there is cum in her pants and we 
haven't fucked for a week? —M. U. 

Steubenville, Ohio 


It is not unusual for a vaginal infection to pro- 
duce secretions in a woman’s underpants resem- 
bling cum. It is also very likely that your wife 
gets very wet and moist when she is sexually 
aroused. Quit being so paranoid and start en- 
joying what you describe as a really great rela- 
tionship before your suspicions ruin it. 


Irreplaceable: | read your article on cir- 


Sexual 


f you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 
1. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should you 
decide to order our catalogue or products, your 
transaction will be held in the strictest con- 
fidence. 

Your name will never (never) be used for 

additional mailings or solicitations. Nor will it 
be sold or given to any other company. And 
everything we ship to you is plainly packaged, 
securely wrapped, without the slightest indica- 
tion of its contents on the outside. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection is 
the result of extensive research and real-life 
testing. We are so certain that the risk of dis- 
appointment has been eliminated from our 
products, that we can actually guarantee your 
satisfaction—or your money promptly, unques- 
tioningly refunded. 

What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
devices available from around the world. De- 
vices that can open new doors to sexual gratifi- 
cation (perhaps many doors you never knew 
existed!) 


How to order them 
@ without embarrassment. 


@ How to use them 
without disappointment. 
Our products range from the simple to the 
i complex. They are designed for both 
the timid and the bold. For anyone who's ever 
wished there could be something more to their 
sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
sexual pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection catalogue. It is priced at just 
three dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing to 
lose. And an entirely new world of enjoyment 
to gain. 


a ear gamle 


i The Xandria Collection, Dept. HU-O5 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 H 


Ul Pisdecnesis van, by fe cess rmattined copy ol ite Nandita i 
Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check or money 
order for three dollars which will be applied towards my 

{ first purchase. 


I 
J n= — ——— | 
J Address = ee | 
oo —__—__} 
| ____m» —_______J 
Our are sent only to adults over 


catalogue and products 
the age of 21. Your age and signature are needed below. 


Signed 


Xandria, 115 Wisconsin St, San Francisco 


| A Ta | 
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cumcision, The First Rip-off (HUSTLER, 
May 1979), and I would like to know if it is 
possible to have my foreskin replaced. I was 
circumcised at birth. I’m now 28. —J.N. 

Lawton, Oklahoma 


Sorry. The Chief of Urology at the University 
Hospitals in Cleveland, Ohio, reports that there 
are no surgical procedures to restore the foreskin 
on a circumcised male to a natural state. It seems 
the soft, pliable qualities of the foreskin are 
impossible to recreate by grafting or plastic-sur- 
gery techniques at this time. 


Yoga Power: I’m 23 and have suffered 
from a premature-ejaculation problem for 
three years. I came about three seconds after 
entering the last girl I had sex with. She does 
yoga a lot and says I should try an exercise 
called “moola bandha” (that’s what she 
wrote down). I was too embarrassed to stay 
and hear more about it. Is there such a 
thing? Can it help me? —P.K. 

Shreveport, Louisiana 


Moola bandha is a Tantric Yoga exercise. There is 
no medical proof as yet that yoga can help cure 
premature ejaculation, although many exercises 
being recommended for men with such problems 
seem to be derived from yoga exercises. So it seems 
like it’s worth a try. Swami Anandakapila, a 
noted yoga instructor, claims this specific exercise 
helps to reduce both premature ejaculation and 
impotence. 

To do moola bandha, sit erect in a comfortable 
position with your hands on your thighs, palms 
up. Focus your attention on the anal area, begin- 
ning with an awareness of the floor or chair 
you're sitting on exerting pressure up against the 
buttocks, and then pinpointing your concentra- 
tion on the anus. 

Inhale deeply, swallow, and hold your breath. 
Slowly contract your anus as tightly as possible 
while continuing to hold your breath. Spread the 
contraction forward from your anus until a dis- 
tinct pull is felt upon the testicles. Release the 
pelvic contraction, take in an additional sniff of 
air and then exhale slowly and completely. This 
should be done several times a day, until you can 
do ten. Continue the exercise for as long as it is 
helpful. 

Other benefits claimed for this exercise are the 
toning of the anal sphincter, preventing and cur- 
ing (in early stages) hemorrhoids and anal itch- 
ing (pruritus), and sending a blood flush that 
stimulates the urogenital system. 


Tattoo Away: I’ve got a tattoo with a heart 
and the name of my ex-wife. Are there any 
reliable methods for having it removed? 
Which would be best? —G.L. 

Ponca City, Oklahoma 


The surgical procedures for removing tattoos are 
extremely effective. There are many different 
methods, such as dermabrasion (sanding off the 
top layer of skin), excision and closure (slicing 
and stitching), cryosurgery (destroying tissue 
with extreme cold) and laser-beam removal. The 
method chosen depends on the size, color, age and 

(continued on page 30) 


Edited by Joseph Claussen 


Millions of adults watch X-rated 
movies every week; yet the straight 
media have constantly ignored the 
obvious need to educate the public 
as to which films are rip-offs and 
which aren’t. HUSTLER’s reviews 
of hard-core erotic films have long 
been regarded as the yardstick of 
the industry. We take this function 
seriously, and we will continue to 
keep you abreast of the latest 
adult-film releases, and also do our 
best to spur porn producers on to 
better and better productions. 


John Holmes, 
Superstar 


Well, for those who are 

die-hard fans of John 
Holmes’s half-hard schlong, 
this is the movie they’ve been 
waiting for. For the rest of us 
it’s a typical sex flick, with a 
couple of hot scenes that save it. 


sically an excuse for Holmes to 
fuck everything in sight, and 
not much of it is worth the look. 

Laurien Dominique plays a 
reporter who’s ordered to inter- 
view John Holmes at all costs. 
Unfortunately, the great Mr. 
Holmes is “in seclusion” at his 
“mansion” and won’t give any 
interviews. Now, if things could 
have just stayed that way, the 
movie might have been a lot 
better. But no, Laurien calls 
John on the phone (you'd think 
the number would be unlisted), 
and after hearing the sound of 
her voice, John breaks down 
and agrees to do the interview. 
They meet, and Holmes 
blindfolds her to keep the 
whereabouts of his “‘mansion” a 
secret. 

Laurien and Holmes ex- 
change stories of their sexual 
experiences, which we see in 
flashback, and Holmes finally 
balls the lady reporter. That’s 
the plot, period. John fucks a 
producer’s wife (Nancy Hoff- 
man). John fucks two girls fol- 
lowing a lesbian scene (Chris 


The “plot” of this film is ba- ] 


Relly and Sandy Penny). John 

fucks a photographer’s model 
_ (Amber Hunt) while the pho- 
tographer looks on. John fucks 
Laurien in a hot tub. 

Laurien fucks a film pro- 
ducer (Paul Thomas). Laurien 
plays with herself. Laurien 
fucks John in a hot tub. 

With a movie like this you’ve 
got to judge it by the quality of 
the sex, and there are a couple 
of nice segments. First of all, 
the scene with Amber Hunt is 
great, and though she has since 
retired from porn films, she was 
one of the best-looking ladies in 
the field. Second, Laurien 
Dominique’s masturbation 
scene is one of the most erotic 
I’ve seen in a long, long time. 
This scene (directed by Holmes 
himself) literally steals his own 
movie from him. 

Finally, for John Holmes 
fans, there’s an excellent mon- 
tage sequence during the open- 
ing credits that summarizes his 
entire career in a minute or two. 
For that sequence—and for the 
two really good scenes in John 
Holmes, Superstar—the film 
rates a half-erection. —7. C. 


° 

Chopstix 

Chopstix is being sold as 

the “film that changed the 
eating habits of America.” 
Well, break out the stomach 
} pump and the Pepto-Bismol 
then, because this flick is defi- 
nitely not the smorgasbord of 
tasty morsels it promises to be. 

The real problem with 
Chopstix is that it’s just too com- 
plicated. There’s too much plot. 
Boiled down, Chopstix is about 
a young heiress named Jill 
(Samantha Morgan) who is 
tricked out of her estate by an 
unscrupulous lawyer and has to 
raise $25,000 in 60 days to win 
back her mansion. 

An unknown benefactor has 
left Jill his entire estate, which 
consists of a catering truck and 
a sprawling mansion. For some 
reason (and you’ve got to be an 
accountant to understand 
what’s going on) Jill will lose 
everything unless she pays the 
government 25 grand. She con- 
tacts her only known relative, 
Elizabeth Horton, who runs a 
whorehouse, and the two of 


John Holmes and Amber Hunt may be super, but ‘Superstar’ sure isn’t. 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 
since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards,” 
the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing. 


RATING GUIDE 


Pa ERECTION 
A constant turn-on. If this won’t get it up, you may be dead. 


THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
Worthwhile. Almost gets it up. But it can still be beat. 


HALF ERECT 

So-so. Probably get it up with a little help from your fist. 
ONE-QUARTER ERECT 

A poor turn-on. Just might get it up if you used a crane. 
TOTALLY LIMP 

A turn-off. This one couldn’t get it up if you used a crane. 
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‘Chopstix’ serves up a big helping of mouth-watering promises, but the smorgasbord is just plain junk food. 


them put together a lunch 
wagon, which also is a sort of 
brothel on wheels. 

Now, this is all supposed to 
be clever, funny and erotic. 
Unfortunately, there’s not 
much sex until we wade 
through this plot development, 
and by the time the first blow- 
job takes place, most of the au- 
dience is yawning. After that, 
Chopstix is wall-to-wall sex, but 
most of it is uninspired. 

There’s a painful scene in 
which famed porn star Serena 
(who’s given prominent billing) 
delivers an utterly lackluster 
performance with a john who’s 
supposed to be a kinky cowboy. 
That is Serena’s only ap- 
pearance in the movie, and the 
look of boredom on her face is 
hard to forget. 

It’s not all bad though. 
Chopstix delivers a lot of aver- 
age sex —not really hot, but not 
stomach-turning either. And 
the production values and story 
are interesting, even if they’re 
all overblown. I would guess 
that Chopstix tried so hard to be 
a “classy” production that it 
forgot it’s still a sex film. 

Chopstix isn’t going to leave 
you with a bad taste in your 
mouth, and it’s not going to 
satisfy you either. It’s more of a 
junk-food movie: It doesn’t 
taste all that bad going down, 
but you might wind up with 
indigestion. 
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Screwples 


The producers of Screwples 
expect that some news- 
papers will be too squeamish 
to print the film’s name—so 
they’ve prepared alternate ads 
that read, Scrooples. But this 
porn film by any other name 
looks just as lame. 
Screwples tells virtually no 
story. A TV newswoman 


named Nancy is assigned to 
report on people’s sexual fan- 
tasies. She’s played by Kandi 
Barber, the sexiest member of 
the cast. If the film has any in- 
terest at all, it’s contained in the 
long wait for this pretty new 
face in porn to step out of her 
dress and into the X-rated 
action. 

After informing her boss, 
Jake (Chris Cassidy), that the 


assignment has been com- 
pleted, Nancy suggests a cozy 
viewing for just the two of 
them. The first of her reports is 
about a woman who dreams of 
having sex with two men. The 
second is about a man who 
craves two women. Then 
there’s a couple, portrayed by 
Jamie Gillis and Serena, who 
are into sadomasochism. 

In the last of Nancy’s stories 
two couples are seen innocently 
lounging on a patio until some- 
one asks the inevitable: “Well, 
what do you want to do?” 

“Gee, I dunno,” another an- 
swers. ““How about sucking my 
cock?” 

Taken together, these scenes 
add up to a series of vignettes 
with about as much depth as a 
two-bit peep show. One plea- 
sant interlude in this otherwise 
awful feature, however, is its 
final sex scene. After the 
screening Nancy turns to Jake 
to ask, “Well, what’s your fan- 
tasy?” Through the use of quick 
cuts, and to the accompaniment 
of a pounding rhythm on the 
soundtrack, the film finally 
delivers several minutes of the 
stuff for which X-rated-film- 
goers pay. Nearly every carnal 
position imaginable flashes 
staccatolike on the screen and 
then gradually slows to a nor- 
mal pace. This scene proves 


Sy re | The producers of ‘Screwples’ knew exactly what they were doing—but they were too lazy to do it well. 


ON THE 
CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
films reviewed in past issues of 
HUSTLER. The films named 
below may currently be showing at 


that the makers of Screwples 
knew what they were doing, al- 
though they were apparently 
too lazy to make the effort con- 
sistently throughout the film. 
If one good scene makes a 
sex film worthwhile, by all 
means see Screwples. But be pre- 
pared to sit through one long 
hour of unadulterated and very 
average raunch before being 
treated to ten minutes of sim- 
mering sex. —Manny Neuhaus 


Three 

Ripening 

Cherries 

©, Weag Benny’’—an ob- 
vious pseudonym—has di- 

rected two previous films that 


HUSTLER rated totally limp: / 
Am Always Ready and Carnal 


‘Screwples’ wastes the many talents of porn stars Jamie Gillis and Serena in a totally forgettable film. 


Highways. Since Three Ripening 
Cherries is our third consecutive 
pan of his features, it should be 
made clear that we have 
nothing against Mr. Benny per- 
sonally. Still, his productions 
are each deserving of the totally 
limp rating, and Three Ripening 
Cherries is no exception. 

We review adult films based 
upon their quality. That means 
we're looking for a strong story 
line, fair to excellent acting, 
good photography, good movie- 
making (editing, music, light- 
ing, etc.) and, most important, 
powerful, erotic sex. 

Three Ripening Cherries fails 
in all of the above categories. 

The flimsy plot line is that 
three girls are excited by their 
sex-education class. When they 
return home, their mother (Kit- 
ty Shyane) tells them about her 
own experiences with sex. After 


Misty, LeMay and Ryan are the ‘Cherries,’ but their movie is the pits. | delivers only the pits. 


a theater in your neighborhood. 


Erection 


Babylon Pink 

Easy 

Her Name Was Lisa 
Legend of Lady Blue 
Sensational Janine 
Sex Roulette 

Star Virgin 

The Ecstasy Girls 


Three-Quarters Erect 
ae 


Blonde in Black Silk 
800 Fantasy Lane 
Frat House 

Heavenly Desire 
Jack ’n Jill 

Ms. Magnificent 

Pro Ball Cheerleaders 
Satin Suite 

Serena 

Tangerine 
Tigresses—and Other 
Maneaters 


\o~ ae Erect 


Bangkok Connection 
China Sisters 

Double Your Pleasure 
For Richer, For Poorer 
Fulfilling Young Cups 
Laura’s Desires 

Robins Nest 

Taxi Girls 

Telefantasy 

The Little Blue Box 
The New York Babes 
The Pleasure Shoppe 
The Sensuous Detective 
Two Sisters 


Cy One Quarter Erect 


Dracula Sucks 
Hot Rackets 
More Than Sisters 
Mystique 


| Limp 


Candy Goes to Hollywood! 
Carnal Highways 

Fur Trap 

Hardcore 

I Am Always Ready 

Sweet Savage 
Tropic of Desire 


this the three sisters go into 
their bedroom, where they have 
a lesbian orgy. There are 
several scenes of the girls being 
screwed by various studs, for no 
apparent reason, unless the 
scenes are meant to be the girls’ 
fantasies. The movie ends with 
the girls back on their bed, 
sharing a vibrator, having de- 
cided to wait until they meet a 
man each can truly love before 
they have sex again. 

The acting in Cherries is aw- 
ful, and the girls repeatedly 
blow lines or mumble them. 

The photography is often out 
of focus, and it frequently cuts 
off the actors’ heads or faces. In 
one scene the cameraman even 
accidentally walks into the pic- 
ture; yet no one bothered edit- 
ing the scene from the finished 
print. 

The editing itself is poor— 
sex scenes run endlessly. These 
might have been interesting if 
they’d been cut shorter. In ad- 
dition, the lighting makes the 
girls look like corpses, and the 
musical score sounds as if it 
were stolen from an elevator. 

Finally, the sex simply is not 
erotic, or even interesting. Most 
of it is simulated—and poorly 
simulated at that. Much of the 
sex consists of six or seven con- 
secutive repetitions of a cum 
shot that was poorly photo- 
graphed to begin with. 

Unfortunately for everyone 
concerned, Three Ripening Cher- 
ries promises juicy delight, but 
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Edited by Joseph Claussen 
The Angry 
Decade: 

The Sixties 


By Paul Sann; Crown Publishers, 
Inc, 1 Park Avenue, New York, 
New York 10016; $14.95 

In this large-size (8'’ x 11") 
hardcover volume Paul Sann 
takes the reader systematically 
through one of the strangest 
decades in our nation’s history. 
As Sann points out in his 
foreword, the big thing in the 
*50s was the panty raid, but the 
*60s were marked by protest, 
violence, assassination, preju- 
dice ...and a moonwalk. The 
hundreds of photographs in this 
book let us see it all. 

We see the decade’s crimi- 
nals, including Caryl Chess- 
man, the convicted kidnapper, 
who, after years of studying law 
and writing best-sellers, lost his 
last appeal and died in Califor- 
nia’s gas chamber. We see 
Richard Speck, who methodi- 
cally killed eight student nurses 
one night in Chicago. Charles 
Whitman, the sniper who 
picked off 45 people from a 
university tower in Texas—kill- 
ing 16 of them—is brought 
back into our focus. 

Here also are the sit-ins, the 
marches, LBJ and Vietnam, the 
ghetto riots and, in terrible 
detail, the deaths of President 
John F. Kennedy and his broth- 
er Bobby. 

But Sann doesn’t just wallow 
in the darker events of the 60s. 


‘The Sixties’ are a time worth reliving through the photos and reportage in Paul Sann’s new book. 


He also recalls the break- 
throughs in the arts and the 
breakaway from the planet— 
first by mice and apes, and 
finally by men who walked on 
the moon, 

The book is a lot more than 
just pictures. Sann’s lucid and 
informative text often includes 
details most people have never 
heard. For example, the reader 
learns that one of Chessman’s 
victims, Mary Alice Meza, 
never recovered from the night 
she was raped, and was still in a 
mental institution 12 years later 
when Chessman was executed. 

And there’s terse, gritty 
reportage of Ethel Kennedy 
holding her dying husband, 
Senator Robert F. Kennedy, in 
her arms and screaming as 
photographers popped away: 
“Get them out! Get them out!” 
(One of the photographers sim- 
ply told her: “This is history, 
lady.”) 

Where were you in the ’60s? 
Did you live through them as 
an adult? Did you grow up in 
those years? Or was that 
decade before your time, or at 
least before you were old 
enough to know what was hap- 
pening? Regardless, this book 


‘The Angry Decade’ offered no end to war; this shot is from Vietnam. 
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reveals in words and pictures 
how those incredible ten years 
were the pivot that swung the 
whole world around to what we 
have today, for better or worse. 
And it’s a time worth reliving 
through these pages. 

— Theodore Sturgeon 


Memories of 
Another Day 


By Harold Robbins; Simon and 
Schuster, Inc., 1230 Avenue of the 
Americas, New York, New York 
70020; $10.95 


Harold Robbins is one of the 
few novelists around who keep 
their books straightforward and 
strong, without adding “artsy” 
gimmicks or trying to prove 
how clever they are. Memories is 
another solid Robbins novel. 
There are no frills or tricks—just 
excellence. 

The story views the labor 
movement in America through 
the eyes of a man named Daniel 
Boone “Big Dan” Huggins. 
Huggins is a native of the hill- 
billy country of West Virginia, 
where moonshine is the biggest 
local industry and where drink- 
ing it is the major occupation. 


Sent to town to find a job 
when he is 16, Big Dan ends up 
working in the coal mines. His 
natural cunning and _intelli- 
gence eventually get him a job 
in the company office, where he 
sees close-up the struggle he’ll 
be involved with for the rest of 
his life: the company trying to 
cut costs, and the workers try- 
ing to win a decent living at the 
best possible wage. 

It’s 1914, and America’s la- 
bor movement is just starting 
when Big Dan gets involved in 
it and begins moving up the 
union ladder. Though he tries 
to follow the spirit of the law, 
he always stays a little outside 
it. He is shunned, mistrusted, 
beat up, nearly gunned down, 
attacked with a sledgehammer 
(and temporarily paralyzed) 
and almost bankrupted. But 
through it all he keeps his faith 
in the American worker, and 
his involvement with the labor 
movement spans a half-century, 
from early dealings with the 
Mob to meetings with President 
Eisenhower. 

Memories of Another Day is a 
sprawling panorama of the 
American experience, with all 
the love, lust, drama and action 
you could hope for. It covers 50 
years of our history, from a time 
when simply talking to a union 
representative could mean los- 
ing your job or getting your 
head busted in, to a time when 
unions have become a form of 
Big Business themselves. This is 
a novel that guarantees reading 
pleasure, from one of America’s 
masters of fiction. —F.C. 


Living Proof 


An autobiography by Hank 
Williams, fr., with Michael 
Bane; G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 200 
Madison Avenue, New York, New 


York 10016; $70.95 

“My life was built on the leg- 
end of Hank Williams, and I 
know what it’s like to feel it 
pulling you until you want to 
scream that you’re being pulled 
apart,” says Hank Williams, 
Jr., in this book. He doesn’t 
sidestep any of the tough ques- 
tions about his life as the son of 
a country-music legend. 

Hank Williams, Jr., was 
three years old when his father, 
en route to a performance in 
Ohio, died of “heart failure 
linked to excessive drinking,” 
according to the book. The 
boy’s mother turned her son 
into a virtual Xerox copy of his 
father in order to cash in on 
Hank, Sr.’s fame. She worked 
long hours with the boy to get 
every one of his father’s in- 
flections and mannerisms down 
letter-perfect. By the time 
Hank, Jr., was old enough to 
drink, he was one of the biggest 
stars in country music and had 
been performing professionally 
for more than a decade. 

This autobiography is abso- 
lutely honest about those years, 
and about the toll they took on 
Hank, Jr.’s life. He doesn’t pull 
any punches, but he doesn’t try 
to shift the blame either. He 
didn’t get a chance to grow up 
as a “normal” kid. Instead, he 
lived a strange double life. On 
weekdays he went to school, 
played baseball, did homework 
and dated local girls. But on 
weekends he was on the road 
with country music’s super- 
stars, meeting and bedding 


groupies, drinking, and lis- 
tening to the deals and gossip of 
Nashville. 

Finally, Hank, Jr., couldn’t 
take the strain of trying to be 
his father anymore. His mar- 
riage was breaking up, his life 
as a “star” was closing in on 
him tighter and tighter, and so 
he fled Nashville for a vacation 
in Montana. While hiking in 
the mountains, he fell several 
hundred feet, splitting his face 
in half and nearly dying. 

Recovering in the hospital, 
he sorted himself out, wrote 
new songs and completely 
turned his life around. When 
Hank Williams, Jr., resumed 
touring in 1976, everyone who 
saw him agreed he had come 
into his own as an original art- 
ist. He no longer was just a car- 
bon copy of his daddy. 

This is one of the best “celeb- 
rity biographies” ever written. 
The book came about as a 
result of Michael Bane’s profile 
of Hank Williams, Jr., in the 
August 1976 HUSTLER. Bane 
met Williams for the first time 
on that assignment, and what 
followed is one of the most-hon- 
est, well-written books of its 
type ever. —f. C. 


H.R. Giger’s 
Necronomicon 


By H. R. Giger; Big O Publishing, 
P.O. Box 6186, Charlottesville, 
Virginia 22906; $17.95 

The artwork of H. R. Giger is 


familiar to anyone who has seen 
the motion picture Alien. Giger 
designed the alien spacecraft 
and the alien itself. If you liked 
his work in the film, you'll en- 
joy this book. And if you felt a 
sense of dread and horror from 
his work in Alien, you'll know 
what to expect in Necronomicon. 

Giger paints strange, gro- 
tesque beings: decomposing fe- 
tuses, beautiful women with 
mechanical attachments and 
diseased skin, machines with 
vaginas, snakes coiling in 
human skulls, endless piles of 
bones. Giger’s world is popu- 
lated by ‘‘biomechanical”’ 
creatures—organisms that are 


‘Necronomicon’: H. R. Giger’s world is full of “biomechanical” creatures—part human and part machine. 


‘Necronomicon’: Strange, grotesque beings and a sense of dread and horror. 


part human and part machine. 
Technically, his illustrations 
are rendered with terrifyingly 
fine attention to detail. 

The word necronomicon comes 
from the writing of horror-story 
author H. P. Lovecraft. Love- 
craft’s Necronomicon was a myth- 
ical book—supposedly written 
by a madman—that he referred 
to in his stories. Giger knew 
what he was doing when he 
chose the title. 

The text accompanying this 
generous collection of Giger 
illustrations was written by the 
artist himself. No shrinking 
violet, Giger uses the book as a 
soapbox from which to give us 
his opinions on subjects ranging 
from philosophy to sex. He 
complains about his dislikes 
and hatreds; he writes about his 
life as a struggling artist. He isa 
cynic, as evidenced by passages 
like, “I seem to have an uncan- 
ny knack for attracting people 
who are physically ill... . They 
waste my time with their shitty 
problems and look on me as 
their free psychiatrist.” 

And he writes: “I have often 
noticed mothers anxiously try- 
ing to hide my works from their 
children; yet these little mon- 
sters are without equal when it 
comes to torturing animals or 
their fellow human beings.” 

But you won’t be buying Nec- 
ronomicon for its text. The paint- 
ings—more than 150 of them— 
are a good reason for picking it 


up. — Lee Quarnstrom eS 
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ADVISE & CONSENT 
(continued from page 24) 


depth of the tattoo. Homemade tattoos are more 
difficult to remove by the abrasion method since 
they are usually deeper than those done by profes- 
sional tattoo artists. Small tattoos can often be 
sliced off, leaving a small linear scar. Sometimes 
home attempts at tattoo-removal can leave a scar 
bigger than the former tattoo. Since removing your 
own tattoo can also cause infection, see a derma- 
tologist to have the work done. 


A DISEASE THAT 
WAS CURED IN 1921 
WILL KILL 300,000 
PEOPLE THIS YEAR. 


In 1921, insulin was discovered. 

Because it could keep diabetics alive, 
many people believed it was a cure for 
diabetes. A lot of people still do. 

Unfortunately, they’re wrong. 

Insulin can keep a diabetic alive, but 
it can’t always prevent the complications 
caused by diabetes. 

For instance, a gradual deterioration 
of blood vessels that eventually leads to 
blindness, heart disease, kidney failure, 
gangrene and stroke. 

That’s why diabetes has become the 
third largest cause of death. Killing an 
estimated 300,000 people a year. 

Still, there is hope. 

We’re constantly looking for better 
ways of treating diabetes. And a real cure 
may not be far off. 

But we need your help. Please give 
to the Juvenile Diabetes Foundation, 
Dept. B, Box 9999, 

New York, N.Y. 10001. BD avenite 
We can’t wait another 57 years WhReasess 
INSULIN IS NOTA CURE. HELP US FIND ONE. 


Foundation 
Juvenile diabetes is insulin-dependent diabetes, the most severe form of the disease. 


Service, Please! I am tired of spoiled 

American women. They think guys should 

be their servants. Do you know of any place 

I can get myself a foreign bride? I would 
prefer a meek little Oriental woman. 

—G.B 

Bethel, Pennsylvania 


Although we don’t share your views on American 
women, you have a right to your opinion. Try a 
copy of Cherry Blossoms (P.O. Box 68, Stehekin, 
Washington 98852). It’s a newsletter with ads 
from women in the Orient who are looking for a 
lover or future husband in the U.S. It will cost 
you $80 for a year’s subscription. You can contact 
the women by requesting their addresses (no extra 
charge for this service to subscribers). John 
Brousard and Kelly Pomeroy, who run the pub- 
lication, claim to be responsible for a lot of happy 
marriages between Oriental women and Ameri- 
can men. 


“Dillberry” Dilemma: | am 19 and my 
husband, Matt, is 22. Matt drives for a 
trucking firm, and when he has to visit the 
company office, a woman who works there 
comes on to him real strong. I have been 
with him and have seen her in action. I guess 
she makes me a little jealous; so one day I 
asked Matt if he had the hots for her. He just 
laughed and said, “Hell, no. She probably 
has dillberries around her asshole.” 

When I asked him what “dillberries” 
were, he just laughed and wouldn't tell me. I 
kept after him, and he finally said they’re 
something that comes on poor country folks 
who don’t have indoor plumbing and only 
have enough water for drinking. 

I’m a city girl, but Matt grew up on a farm 


in the Tennessee hills; so I asked him if he 
ever had them. He said yes, but not since he 
left the farm. He just keeps on laughing and 
won't tell me what they are. He told me to 
ask his friend Bill, but I don’t want to make 
a fool of myself. What are “dillberries”’? Are 
they some kind of venereal disease? Are they 
contagious? —M.C. 

Washington, D.C. 


“Dillberry” is probably a local version of the 
word dingleberry. Although the dictionary defines 
dingleberries as the globose, dark-red, edible ber- 
ries of the bush by the same name, the word is 
also used to refer to any fecal matter, lint, toilet- 
paper particles or the like that cling to pubic 
hairs around or near the anus. Regular bathing 
will prevent this condition, which as you can see 
is neither a venereal disease nor contagious. 
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Genital herpes—more prop- Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden for too long behind the 
doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy. In keeping with 
HUSTLER’ belief that the repression of natural and healthy urges is 
physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series 
increase your sexual knowledge 
make you a much better lover. 


erly known as herpes sim- 
plex virus type 2 (Herpes II) 
—is the second-most-com- 
mon form of venereal disease 
in the United States today; it 
is estimated that anywhere 
from 5 million to 20 million 
people in the U.S. are in- 
fected with it, but ascer- 
taining the precise number is 
virtually impossible. It is 
even possible that Herpes II 
is more widespread than 
gonorrhea, which is usually 
thought to be the most com- 
mon venereal disease in 
America. 

In fact, in at least one 
state — California—some 
public-health clinics report 
seeing more cases of genital 
herpes than of gonorrhea or 
syphilis. And, unlike either 
of those forms of venereal 
disease, Herpes II is present- 
ly incurable. 

There are more than 50 
kinds of viruses belonging to 
the family ‘“‘therpes’’—a 
name derived from a Greek 
word meaning “to creep.” 
But when most people talk 
about “herpes,” they mean 
Herpes II. And it can hardly 
be referred to as “creeping” 
anymore —it’s spreading like 
wildfire. If the disease is 
understood, there’s a better 
chance of containing it until 
a cure can be found. 

The difference between 
Herpes I and Herpes II is a 
subtle medical technicality. 
Herpes I has historically 
been associated with cold 
sores or fever blisters located 
in or around the mouth, 
while Herpes II was always blamed for 
similar sores on or around the thighs, 
buttocks or genitals. But the increased 
practice of oral-genital sex has blurred 
the distinction between the two viruses 
to such a degree that each is now show- 
ing up in both areas—mouth and geni- 
tals. Furthermore, the symptoms are 
exactly the same in both cases, and 
while tests can determine whether or not 
herpes is present, they cannot indicate 
which ¢ype is present. 

So for all practical purposes there 
really isn’t much difference between the 
two; indeed, researchers are predicting 
that in the near future the locational dis- 
tinction between Herpes I and Herpes 


Illustration by Holly Hollington 


of informative articles to 
and—ultimately—to 


HERPES: 


A NATIONAL EPIDEMIC 


by Joseph Claussen 


II will become meaningless. In the 
meantime, for simplicity’s sake, most 
doctors are referring to Herpes I as what 
you get above the waist and to Herpes II 
as what you get below it. 

Regardless of what you want to call it, 
genital herpes is a painful inconve- 
nience. In men the sores can be under 
the foreskin, on or around the penis or 
even inside (making it painful to uri- 
nate). In women the sores can be any- 
where in the vagina all the way up to the 
cervix, and they can make walking an 
act of self-torture. 

The sores can also show up on the 
thighs and buttocks, scattered or in 
clusters. Sometimes it can be difficult to 


detect a Herpes II attack, 
because the sores can be 
painless and as small as the 
head of a pin. At other times 
they can be as large as sil- 
ver dollars and extremely 
painful. 

When its sores are pres- 
ent, Herpes II is highly con- 
tagious. Such flare-ups can 
last anywhere from two days 
to almost a month, although 
the average attack lasts 
about ten days. Symptoms 
vary among individuals, 
making Herpes II difficult 
to diagnose. 

The Herpes II virus is a 
small “package” that is 
transmitted from one person 
to another through skin con- 
tact. Usually that means sex- 
ual contact, but Herpes II 
can be spread by any kind of 
skin contact, even (in rare 
cases) by a simple hand- 
shake. When the virus is 
transferred to the skin of its 
new victim, it releases a sub- 
stance into the skin cells that 
turns them into Herpes II- 
producing factories. One 
human cell will produce as 
many as 25,000 new Herpes 
II viruses, which will in turn 
invade surrounding cells. 

Soon visible blisters will 
form on the skin—the result 
of millions of invading Her- 
pes II viruses. The human 
body’s immunization system 
will begin producing anti- 
bodies—which are tailor- 
made poisoners of the herpes 
virus—so the spread of blis- 
ters will stop, and the sores 
will begin to disappear. 

The Herpes II virus will 
then enter what is known as its “latent” 
phase. This is when it disguises itself 
and hides in skin and nerve cells, often 
at the base of the spine. During this 
phase Herpes II seems harmless and is, 
it is generally agreed, noninfectious. 

The Herpes II virus can remain latent 
for years—even for the rest of the vic- 
tim’s life. In fact, two out of three 
sufferers from genital herpes never have 
more than one attack. For those who do, 
the attacks of herpes sores are usually 
brought on by physical or emotional 
stress, hormonal imbalances, menstru- 
ation or anything else that would 
weaken the body’s defenses. In most 
cases, doctors believe, Herpes II attacks 
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are brought on by the kind of stress peo- 
ple get from excessive worrying. 

In the vast majority of cases Herpes II 
will become permanently latent after 
two to five years, and attacks will cease. 
The first attack is usually the worst, and 
any subsequent attacks will not be as 
severe. Still, there are individuals who 
have attacks regularly, and the virus 
makes life miserable for them. 

If a person who has Herpes II, but 
who hasn’t had an outbreak in years, has 
sex with a partner suffering from an 
active case of Herpes II, he can become 
“reinfected.” Even though he has Her- 
pes II for life, the fact that he hasn’t had 
an outbreak for a long time is no protec- 
tion once he comes in contact with 
someone with an active case of the dis- 
ease. Technically, you can never be “un- 
infected” once you’ve caught Herpes II. 
In any case, the important point to re- 
member is that Herpes II will be readily 
transmitted from partner to partner 
even if the second partner has had Her- 
pes II before. 

Herpes II has a number of definite 
dangers. First, it can be a threat to 
unborn children. While the virus will 
not cause birth defects or infect the fetus 
while the fetus is still in the womb, the 
disease can be transmitted when the 
baby is in the birth canal. Sixty percent 
of those infants who contract Herpes II 


die, and many of the rest suffer brain 
damage. It is only if the mother is hav- 
ing an active attack that Herpes II pre- 
sents such dangers. But in many cases 
the mother is not aware that she’s hav- 
ing an attack, and her sores may be lo- 
cated far up the vagina. If her doctor 
knows of the infection, he can take steps 
to avoid contamination of the baby, 
most likely by a cesarean delivery. 

Both forms of the herpes simplex 
virus can cause blindness if you touch 
an active sore and then touch your eyes 
for any reason. This is a leading cause of 
blindness among young adults in this 
country, according to the American 
Social Health Association. 

There is a good chance Herpes II can 
lead to cervical cancer in women and to 
prostate cancer in men; so both sexes 
should have a “Pap” smear test—a test 
for cellular abnormalities that is also a 
good way to detect active Herpes II if 
you think you’re afflicted. 

Unfortunately, there is no conclusive 
way to check for the latent Herpes II 
virus. Doctors can run an antibody test 
on you to see if Herpes II antibodies are 
present, but even if none show up, it 
doesn’t necessarily mean you don’t have 
the virus. 

A crash program is under way to find 
a cure for Herpes II. Right now 
researchers are optimistic about several 
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cures, but the soonest that any of them 
could be available is 1982. The fol- 
lowing are top prospects: 

@ 2-Deoxy-d-glucose—In initial tests at 
the University of Pennsylvania, Dr. 
Herbert A. Blough reported excellent 
results under controlled scientific-test- 
ing conditions. This is the drug closest 
to market-readiness; doctors hope it will 
be available in two years. 

® Zovirax—Also known as BW 248U 
and Acyclovir (ACV), this new ointment 
being developed by Burroughs Well- 
come Laboratories is intended to stop 
Herpes II viruses from spreading. The 
Food and Drug Administration has 
approved controlled human trials, but 
Zovirax is “years away” from being 
commonly prescribed. 

@ Ribavirin—Presently under devel- 
opment by ICN Pharmaceuticals, Riba- 
virin is intended for internal use (pills, 
liquids, shots). It doesn’t kill Herpes II 
viruses, but does slow them down so that 
normal body defenses can more quickly 
mop up the attack. Ribavirin’s availabil- 
ity is also years away. 

Two other compounds look prom- 
ising, but have not been subjected to 
rigorous testing. Each has had encourag- 
ing preliminary results, but neither has 
been proven to control genital herpes: 

@ L-lysine—Prescribed by some der- 
matologists for treatment of Herpes I 
cold sores, this drug has stopped Herpes 
II under laboratory conditions. It was 
used as a dietary supplement in a three- 
year-test, and it reportedly worked well, 
but results were deemed inconclusive. 

®@ Influenza Virus Vaccine—Now being 
tested by Dr. Joseph Miller in Mobile, 
Alabama, this vaccine has shown mixed 
results in treating Herpes II cases. Dr. 
Miller, who has written several articles 
on his research, claims it relieves the 
pain of Herpes I cold sores “within 
minutes.” 

One of the most interesting “cures” 
for Herpes II is the placebo. Placebos 
are pills that don’t do anything other 
than make the patient think he’s taking 
something that will work. If you believe 
something will work, then it can work — 
at least with herpes. Because belief has a 
strong effect on the body’s defenses, 
placebos often clear up the sores caused 
by the herpes virus. 

That’s why conclusive tests are diffi- 
cult to come by in herpes research. 
When the “wonder drug” is adminis- 
tered to one group of Herpes II- 
sufferers, and a placebo is administered 
to another group, both groups often 
report the same measure of improve- 
ment, which may mean that you can 
whip herpes just by believing you'll get 
better. And that’s good to know, be- 


cause there don’t seem to be any available 
cures for Herpes II (at least until 1982), 
and it looks as if the number of people 
infected is just going to grow. 

Until there is a cure, the best thing 
that anyone can do is be knowledgeable 
about how to avoid catching Herpes II; 
or, if one already has it, how to avoid 
spreading it and how to cope with the 
discomfort and pain of the disease. 

There is no guarantee that you don’t 
already have the disease. Herpes II can 
be contracted but remain latent for 
years, and, as previously mentioned, 
there is no test for the latent form of the 
virus that can prove you’re uninfected. 
The best prevention for outbreaks of ac- 
tive Herpes II is simply to stay healthy. 
If you’re having sex with someone 
you’re unsure of, use a condom. This 
isn’t a guarantee against catching 
herpes, of course, but it will greatly 
reduce your chances. 

If you already have genital herpes, 
you should be aware of what’s called the 
“prodroni” period. This -is a period of 
between eight and 24 hours’ duration 
when the virus is active, but before sores 
appear. There will be burning, itching, 
perhaps some pain in the groin, or a tin- 
gling sensation. Because latent Herpes 
II viruses often reside in the lower spine, 
there can be back pain as well. This is 
the period when most herpes-sufferers 
spread the disease, because they aren’t 
aware they’re having an attack. 

Finally, if you now have active cold 
sores or have just gotten over them, 
don’t engage in oral sex. Herpes I 
viruses can be transferred in this way, 
and in the genitals the effects are the 
same as those of Herpes II. 

If you have active Herpes II, HELP 
(an organization devoted to aiding 
herpes-sufferers) recommends bathing 
the infected area with drying agents, 
such as soap and water, Epsom salts or 
Burrows solution (available at any phar- 
macy). Such bathing helps avoid possi- 
ble bacterial infection of the herpes 
sores, and also speeds up recovery. 

The best “cure,” though, is to take 
care of yourself. Get plenty of vitamins 
and minerals, eat balanced meals and 
get plenty of rest. If you are under stress 
or emotional strain, try to take the load 
off somehow, and you'll probably re- 
cover much more quickly. 

Finally, Herpes II-sufferers might 
want to check out HELP. For a yearly 
membership fee of $8 you’ll receive a 
newsletter and other support services to 
keep you up-to-the-minute on treat- 
ments, discoveries and ways to cope 
with the disease. You can contact HELP 
at P.O. Box 100, Palo Alto, California 
94302. Ss 
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I HIRED A KILLER — Investigative reporter Thomas Adcock answered a 
classified ad, and, presto, he found an assassin for hire. Then Adcock got 
wrapped up in a confusing double sting. Was he really the employer—or 
just another victim? 


GET AWAY FROM IT ALL!—Rare Earth Real Estate can sell you an 
abandoned missile silo or a lighthouse. Burr Snider discovers that most of 
Rare Earth’s listings appeal to hermits, millionaires—and possibly you. 


THE SOUNDS OF SEDUCTION— Music-business insider Mike Falcon 
discovers that albums designed for the lofty purpose of meditation can 
also make your ladyfriend very hot. An invaluable aid in seduction. 


THE GREAT SAN FRANCISCO COMEDY COMPETITION —John 
Roemer was on hand when the Bay Area’s best stand-up comics squared 
off for the finals of an annual competition. The winner received nearly 
$10,000—and a chance to impress the people who turn obscure come- 
dians into wealthy TV stars. Nanoo-nanoo! 


ONE TOUGH MOTHER! —Lilly Rodriguez grew up poor on the mean 
streets of Los Angeles; so it’s no accident that she became one of the finest 
boxers in the world. What is unusual is her compassion. This Latin spit- 
fire packs the heart of a Rocky Balboa. 


PLUS—Four steaming photo-features and the fabulous pre-summer 
splash found in those reliable departments NEWS REAL, ODDS & 
ENDS, CLOSE-UP, SEX VIEW and SEX LIFE, as well as CHIC’s usual 
hot fiction. 
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“He embarrasses his child and wife. 

Lord, he leads a miserable life. ... 

Still he thinks the bottle is his right hand. 
Yes, and he can tear down more 

than he’s ever built before. ... 

A man can be drunk sometimes, 

but a drunk can’t be a man." 


It was early September 1978, and at 1 a.m. 
the stars shone over the cotton fields and 
pine forests of Lauderdale County in north- 
western Alabama. It was deadly quiet— 
except for the roaring engine of country 
singer George Jones’s shiny new Corvette as 
it wheeled its way down Highway 20 just 
outside the tiny town of Florence. 

Jones had been drinking for days. Now, as 
he headed toward his favorite spot on the 
bank where Cypress Creek flows into the 
Tennessee River, he was recklessly drunk 
and boiling with anger. In less-troubled 
times he often visited this spot to sit quietly 
and search for answers to his problems. But 
tonight he had a score to settle. On the seat 
beside him was a loaded .38. 

Sitting in his own car in the darkness, 
waiting for Jones at Cypress Creek, was Earl 
“Peanut” Montgomery, the man who in bet- 
ter days had been Jones’s drinking and song- 
writing partner. Together the two of them 
had written dozens of the hit songs that car- 
ried Jones to fame. When Jones was 
hounded out of Nashville by bad debts and 
bad memories and sought refuge in this 
small town 120 miles to the southwest, they 
had remained constant companions. But in 
recent weeks the two of them had fallen out. 
Peanut had quit drinking and found Jesus; 


“From “A Drunk Can’t Be a Man,” by George 
Jones and Earl “Peanut” Montgomery. Published 
by Uncanny Music, Inc., 1976. 
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George had done neither. Lately the two of 
them had been quarreling about two highly 
inflammatory subjects— money and religion. 

At the creek Jones drunkenly wheeled his 
car up close to Montgomery’s so that the two 
of them—each in the driver’s seat of his own 
car—were little more than an arm’s length 
apart. Jones’s eyes were glazed and his 
speech was slurred as he shouted angrily at 
Peanut. The two argued for a moment; then 
Jones fumbled on the seat, raised his .38, 
propped it on the rolled-down window liter- 
ally inches from Montgomery’s face and 
pulled back the hammer. “See if your God 
can save you now!” he screamed. And the 
roar of the gunshot shattered the silence of 
the moonlit countryside. 

Whether Jones meant to kill Montgomery 
or merely frighten him half to death that 
night on the riverbank is anybody’s guess. 
Though he fired point-blank, the bullet 
missed, lodging in the car-door frame a few 
inches from Montgomery’s neck. 

Several days later, when Jones sobered up 
and faced the reality of what he’d done, he 
shuddered and wondered how it had all 
come to this. Just a few years earlier he had 
been one of the most-respected and best- 
paid singers in country music. But now his 
life and career were a shambles. Somehow 
the .38-caliber slug that came within inches 
of killing Peanut Montgomery seemed to 
punctuate all the troubles piled on the 
shoulders of the man who is considered by 
many to be the greatest country singer alive. 

Not since the legendary Hank Williams 
has there been a pure country singer with 
such immense raw talent as George Jones. 
Many of the greats of contemporary country 
music, in fact, admit they learned to sing lis- 
tening to his records. Waylon Jennings calls 


” 


him “the best ever.” Kris Kristofferson, 
Willie Nelson, Bob Dylan, Emmylou Harris 
and Johnny Paycheck all number them- 
selves among his fans. As Nashville singer 
Johnny Russell once put it, “George Jones 
don’t win many of them big awards they 
hand out, but ask people who do win who 
their favorite singer is.” Most of them would 
say George Jones. 

But success never seems to bring happi- 
ness or peace of mind to the singer of sad 
songs. Ironically, as with George Jones, it 
only serves to intensify the suffering. Like 
Hank Williams before him, Jones seems 
destined to slowly self-destruct as he lives 
out every bit of the tragedy and pain of his 
own songs. 

In two-and-a-half decades Jones has liter- 
ally gone from rags to riches and back to 
rags again. Along the way he has gone 
through more women, liquor and money than 
any other singer still alive to tell about it. 

Since he first stepped into a recording 
studio in 1953, Jones has released better 
than 100 LPs and has had more than 100 hit 
records. During the early 1970s, while still 
married to country singer Tammy Wynette, 
the two of them were the highest-paid duet 
on the country circuit. Recording and tour- 
ing together, they made more than $1 mil- 
lion a year. They were “the king and queen 
of country music.” 

But all that is long behind Jones now. 
Throughout his career his own hard drink- 
ing and impulsive behavior have consistent- 
ly short-circuited every effort he’s ever made 
to find happiness or emotional stability. His 
marriages have ended in divorce and legal 
disputes. Now, his money all spent, Jones is 
exactly where he was when he started: broke 
and alone. 

“He threw it away with both hands,” 
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recalls 77-year-old Harold W. “Pappy” 
Daily, the man who discovered Jones in 
1953 and who for many years was his man- 
ager and producer. “If he’d kept the money 
he’s had a chance to keep, he’d be many 
times a millionaire today.” 

By the fall of 1978, the time of the Cypress 
Creek shooting incident, Jones had nothing 
left to throw away. His wealth, his marriage 
to Tammy Wynette, even his health and 
peace of mind, were gone. He was in debt 
and hadn’t performed in months. The only 
thing Jones had managed to hold on to was 
his inimitable voice, which, when unleashed 
on a country tearjerker, is a mournful wail of 
sadness, 

Ina last-ditch effort to bring Jones back, a 
group of his friends—including Johnny 
Cash, Willie Nelson, Waylon Jennings, Lin- 
da Ronstadt, Emmylou Harris, Johnny 
Paycheck, James Taylor and New Wave 
rocker Elvis Costello—volunteered their 
time and their talents to an album’s worth of 
duets sung with Jones. But the release of the 
LP My Very Special Guests (which finally 
came out in late 1979) was delayed for 
months, long after all of these distinguished 
artists had completed their parts. Jones’s 
own vocal cords, it seems, were so impaired 
by ill health (and reputedly by a recently ac- 
quired taste for cocaine) that he was unable 
to finish his own tracks on the album. 

During much of this time Jones was sim- 
ply nowhere to be found. Everyone—the 
press, his Nashville musician friends and his 


fans—waited for him to reappear. Friends in 
Alabama said he was in Nashville, while 
Nashville associates said he was in Florida. 
And the people in Florida didn’t seem to 
know anything. Nobody knew where Jones 
was. Some wondered if he was even alive. 

In the early autumn Nashville has enough 
tinsel and glitter to rival Hollywood. Stars 
drive quickly past the studios and souvenir 
shops on Music Row in their dark Continen- 
tals and pink Cadillacs while fans armed 
with autograph books, Instamatic cameras 
and “Homes of the Stars” tour maps chase 
them to their nearby country retreats and 
peer through chain-link fences, hoping to 
get a glimpse of them. 

Even though he walked these same streets, 
George Jones was a world away from all this. 
He was hiding out in the dimly lit, shabby 
apartment of a friend, a few blocks from 
Music Row, just across the parking lot from 
the Columbia studios where he and Tammy 
Wynette had recorded their famous duets 
together. 

It was a depressingly overcast afternoon 
when I finally managed to track Jones 
down. But when I arrived at the apartment 
at the agreed-upon time, he was nowhere to 
be found. His friend invited me in, assuring 
me that Jones would be back momentarily. 
As I closed the front door behind me, the 
knob came off in my hand. Whiskey bottles 
were strewn around the kitchen, and one leg 
of the kitchen table was broken. Except for 
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the huge color TV, the living room, with its 
faded carpet and shabby chairs and sofa, 
looked like the lobby of a cheap hotel. 

An hour-and-a-half later, Jones drove up 
in a long, rented limousine, looking ex- 
hausted and distraught. He had a day’s 
growth of beard, and his expensive leisure 
suit looked slept in. His eyes were bloodshot, 
and the deep, dark worry lines under them 
were like knife scars. He fidgeted restlessly 
as he poured himself a Jack Daniel’s and 
Coke. He’d been up most of the night be- 
fore, he explained apologetically, and most 
of the night before that. In just a few hours 
he was scheduled to perform at Nashville’s 
Municipal Auditorium, but now he was 
wondering aloud if he would have the 
strength to make it. 

“T laid down on this couch here last night 
about 7:30 and slept about two hours,” he 
says grimly, stirring his drink with his little 
finger before sipping it. “Then this little gal 
come and knocked on the door, and we went 
upstairs and I screwed her. I needed some 
rest, but that son of a bitch liked t’ talk me to 
death after we was done! Kept me up talkin’ 
religion till 20 minutes to six! Then my man- 
ager come in and gave me a Sopor, one of 
them sleeping pills. But I only slept an hour 
or so.”” 

It’s no wonder Jones had trouble sleeping. 
Arrest warrants were out for him in both 
Alabama (for the shooting incident) and 
Tennessee (for child support unpaid to ex- 
wife Tammy Wynette). Two assault charges 
had also been slapped on him—one by an 
ex-live-in girlfriend in Alabama and another 
by two Nashville women who claimed Jones 
had “forcibly embraced” them. And Wy- 
nette had been abducted from a Nashville 
parking lot and was severely beaten be- 
fore being released. No arrests were made, 
but local police sought Jones for question- 
ing. After missing more than 54 scheduled 
concert appearances, Jones owed thousands 
of dollars in default payments to promoters 
across the country. He had finally caved in 
under the financial pressure and filed for 
personal bankruptcy, citing $64,000 in per- 
sonal property and more than $1.5 million in 
debts. 

Jones stares down, studying the pattern of 
the veins under the pale skin on the back of 
his hand, as if the answer to all his problems 
could somehow be found there. “When you 
get all these things on your mind, you be- 
come a crazy person.” He shakes his head 
wearily. “And, of course, I’ve always been 
known to have a drink or two too many. And 
when I did, all that stuff I had stored up in- 
side would come out. But I could always 
control it till all these big things started to go 
wrong.” 

George Jones was born in obscure, hard- 
scrabble Saratoga, Texas, in 1931, in the 
midst of the Great Depression. His father 
was an odd-jobber who often worked as a 
truck driver and pipe-fitter. He too drank, 
and when he did, he beat Jones’s mother, a 
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teetotaling Pentecostal who played gospel 
piano in church on Sundays. Jones still 
recalls his mother rushing him and his 
brothers and sisters out the back door when 
his father would come home drunk and 
belligerent. 

“I hated my father for his drinking and 
for the miserable life he gave my mother,” 
Jones recalls. “And yet I do the same thing. 
I’ve wound up drinking and making more of 
a mess of my life than he ever did. It just 
don’t make any sense.” 

During his early years Jones had little in- 
terest in anything but following in the 
footsteps of his musical idols, Hank 
Williams, Roy Acuff and Lefty Frizzell, who 
he heard on the radio. As soon as he was able 
to lay his hands on a guitar, he began imitat- 
ing them. 

“I went to, but not through, the seventh 
grade,” Jones says, “My mother and daddy 
kept me in it for two years before I finally 
convinced them I wasn’t gonna finish. I just 
had no interest in anything but singing 
country music.” 

In 1947 Jones was hired by the husband- 
and-wife singing team of Eddie and Pearl. 
He played guitar on their radio show in 
Beaumont, Texas, and in local taverns and 
dance halls, For the next few years he 
painted houses by day and played his music 
at night. By the time he was 18, he had al- 
ready married his first wife, Shirley, and 
was a father. When he was 19, he left for 
a three-year stint in the Marines, returning 


in 1953, the same year Hank Williams died. 

For a while Jones tried living the quiet life 
with his family, but he only grew increasing- 
ly restless. Soon he was taking nickel-and- 
dime jobs, singing and playing guitar in the 
honky-tonk beer joints of nearby Beaumont. 

It was in these same honky-tonk clubs 
that other greats like Willie Nelson and 
Ernest Tubb got their starts. The crowds in 
these places were rough. They came to 
dance, drink, raise hell and squeeze a few 
hours of excitement out of Friday or Satur- 
day night before going back to face another 
dreary week at a dead-end job. Often 
chickenwire fences were erected around the 
stage area to shield the singers from flying 
bottles and chairs. The kind of music*that 
these folks liked was the kind that Jones 
sang most convincingly: songs about hard 
times, drinking, marital infidelity. The 
music had to be loud enough to cover up the 
crap game in the back and tender enough to 
bring a tear to the eye of the drunk in the 
corner. On both counts Jones was better 
than anybody else. 

“If you’re gonna sing a sad song or a 
ballad, you’ve got to have lived it yourself,” 
he explains. “You can think back to any- 
thing that made you sad—anything! Maybe 
your little dog died. And you think about 
that while you’re singin’, and pretty soon it 
makes you sad, because you’re singin’ all 
those sad words. You become Jost in the 
song, and before long you're just like the 
people in the song. 


“A loaf of bread, a jug of wine, an enema bag and thou!” 
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“Maybe I was born to sing a sad country 
song,” Jones adds, seeming to come to life a 
little when he recalls those early years. “I 
went through all my first years singin’ like 
that, and I didn’t make no money to speak 
of. I didn’t even think you could get money 
for it at first,” 

Though Jones himself didn’t realize the 
commercial value of his voice, others did. He 
became recognized as one of the best young 
singers in East Texas. Eventually he came to 
the attention of local promoters Pappy Daily 
and the late Jack Starnes. Daily and Starnes 
started their own record label, Starday, in 
Houston and Beaumont in 1952, and one of 
the first artists they took into their makeshift 
studios was George Jones. 

“There was no such thing as production 
back then,” Jones recalls. “We didn’t take 
the pains of making several takes. If we went 
a little sharp or flat in a place or two, they’d 
say the public ain’t gonna notice that; so put 
it out.” 

Jones’s first releases on Starday in 1953 
were failures, but in 1956 his first national 
hit broke. It was an unusual upbeat tale of 
adultery called “Why Baby Why?” 

“Why Baby Why?” earned Jones a regu- 
lar spot on the Louisiana Hayride, a live 
national radio program out of Shreveport 
that at the time was second in popularity 
only to Nashville’s Grand Ole Opry. It fea- 
tured other young, up-and-coming artists 
like Elvis Presley and Johnny Cash. After a 
year on Hayride, Jones followed Cash up to 
Nashville and worked the Grand Ole Opry 
almost every weekend for the next five 
years, returning to Texas during the week. 

The exposure Jones got from the Opry’s 
nationwide radio broadcast soon put him in 
wide demand as a live performer. He con- 
tinued to live in Texas, but his touring 
schedule now kept him almost constantly on 
the road. Between shows he’d often travel 
500 or 600 miles a night with a half-dozen 
other musicians, all of them crammed into 
one car. 

“There was no room to stretch out, and 
the only way you could sleep was to put your 
head on somebody else’s shoulder. For three 
years I drank only Cokes. But then some 
nights I’d end up so nervous and fatigued 
from not sleepin’ that I’d sneak off to the 
bathroom and have a beer before I went on 
stage. Then, later, I’d get to where it would 
take two or three drinks to relax me, and 
then it got to where I wouldn’t want to 
stop.” 

With the pressures of a full-time career on 
him, the weaknesses in Jones’s character be- 
gan to surface. The people at Starday soon 
learned that when he showed up in the 
morning with a bottle, nothing was going to 
get recorded that day. “There was no dope 
or pills with George back then,” recalls Don 
Pierce, who became a partner in Starday in 
1957. “But George was a spree drinker. He 
loved that whiskey and he loved broads.” 

Those early years were pretty lean ones 

(continued on page 46) 
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To tease men with her body, to drive them to fever pitches... 
those are the fantasies of Louisa. But faced with the passion of a 
real man, her true sexuality unfolds like the petals of a flower. She 
cannot restrain her wants, her need for the hard, muscular body of 
a man probing every corner of her womanhood. 

Teasing her man is but her fantasy. Pleasing him is her reality. 
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GEORGE JONES 


(continued from page 38) 


for Jones. The first time he was ever paid 
good money for a show, Pappy Daily recalls, 
was in Houston in the early 1960s. A couple 
of days later someone told Daily that George 
tried to buy beer when the show was over, 
but because it was after hours, nobody 
would sell it to him. In a fit of anger he had 
flushed the entire proceeds of his Houston 
performance down the toilet. “So George 
come in to see me the next day,” Daily 
remembers, “and I asked him if it was true 
he’d flushed $2,000 down the toilet. He said, 
‘Pappy, that’s a damned lie! It was only 
$1,200!” 

By this time Jones and Shirley had three 
children, but the pressures resulting from his 
constant traveling finally led to divorce. 
“Drinking was also one of the problems in 
my first marriage,” Jones admits. ‘Plus, 
Shirley wasn’t in the music business, and she 
didn’t understand it.” 

In 1961 Jones left Starday and moved on 
to Mercury Records, one of a half-dozen la- 
bel changes he would make over the next 
decade. ‘‘There was no love lost between me 
and Pappy Daily,” he says scornfully as he 
recalls his departure from Starday. “To get 
out of my first contract I had to sign all 
my royalty rights over to Daily. I don’t 
see a penny from all those reissued albums. 
I was kicked around worse than a mule. The 
only thing that ever really seemed to mat- 


ter to any of ’em was the almighty dollar.” 

The first time Tammy Wynette met 
George Jones, he was in bed with another 
woman. That was in 1966, when she and her 
second husband, Don Chapel, had gone to 
meet Jones in his suite at Nashville’s 
Biltmore Hotel. The first time Jones made 
love to Tammy, a year later, he brought a 
bottle of whiskey to bed with him. 

In 1969 Jones moved from Texas to 
Nashville and married Tammy. By this time 
Wynette was well on her way to establishing 
her own career with hits like “D-I-V-O-R-C-E” 
and “Stand By Your Man.” But she had 
been a George Jones fan ever since she was a 
teenager picking cotton in rural Mississippi. 

Shortly after George and Tammy married, 
they were invited to join the Grand Ole 
Opry, and Billy Sherrill, a staff producer at 
Epic Records, hit upon the idea of recording 
them as a duo. Their exposure with the 
Opry, along with the incredible popularity 
of their first duet records, soon established 
them as country music’s most popular hus- 
band-and-wife team. 

The two of them amassed an empire. In 
Nashville they owned a $500,000 home, 
a 340-acre farm, rental properties and a 
nightclub; in Florida, a 20-room mansion, 
a 43-acre estate, an amusement park and a 
collection of antique automobiles. 

Their stage show—a sometimes-gaudy 
public display of affection for each other— 
only helped to enhance their image as coun- 
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try music’s perfect couple. But behind the 
facade of jewelry, glittery clothes and stage 
kisses there were serious problems. And 
when the press got wind of them, the Jones/ 
Wynette saga became country music’s 
longest-running soap opera. 

One of the first big eruptions occurred 
several months after they were married, at a 
show in Atlanta, Earlier in the evening, on 
their touring bus, Jones had gotten drunk 
and accused Tammy of trying to make it 
with several members of the band. When she 
denied his accusations, he roughed her up 
and knocked her down. Later, at the begin- 
ning of the first show, he came on stage with 
her, sang one song and then yelled at the au- 
dience, “Let Tammy Wynette finish the 
show. I’m leaving.” He stalked off. Four 
nights later Jones reappeared, casually ex- 
plaining to Tammy that he had “chartered a 
Lear jet and hit the high spots of Vegas.” 

It wasn’t unusual for Jones to disappear 
for weeks at a time. Once, while en route toa 
concert in Iowa, he ran into some old drink- 
ing buddies at a Chicago airport and flew off 
to Texas. A week later his sister found him 
early one morning, passed out on her front 
doorstep. 

Jones’s habit of skipping out on concerts 
stemmed from his fear of performing before 
strange crowds. Often he feared the audi- 
ences would be unfamiliar with his brand of 
singing or that they would consider him “too 
country.” The more shows he missed, Jones 
claims, the more his guilt grew, and the 
harder it became to face anybody. “I finally 
got to the point where I was so whupped and 
my mind was so beat and tormented that 
there was no way I could get to my shows 
and do them right,” he explains. “I just 
didn’t want people to see me in that kind of 
shape.” 

As time passed, Jones’s devices for avoid- 
ing audiences became more elaborate. On 
one occasion he crawled out of a backstage 
window. Another time he stepped around 
the corner on the pretext of buying a six- 
pack of beer, paid a fellow shopper $5,000 
cash for his car and sped away. 

When the big money started coming in, 
Jones threw it away with more abandon 
than ever. On a trip to Vegas he wrote out a 
check for $36,000 on impulse and bought a 
friend two diamond rings. During one year- 
and-a-half period he bought, sold, wrecked 
and gave away 32 cars. “Money’s just never 
meant all that much to me,” he shrugs. “I 
like to drive a new car, and I want to live 
comfortable, but beyond that I could care 
less about it.” 

In the early years of their marriage Jones 
and Wynette settled into what appeared to 
be domestic bliss. But close friends knew 
that Jones’s drinking was becoming 
increasingly heavy, his behavior more 
bizarre. One morning, while he and Tammy 
were vacationing at their Florida estate, 
Jones returned from a bender and passed 
out on the kitchen floor. Tammy and a 

(continued on page 127) 
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Esposito stumbles and falls as he makes 

Z. Ss tréak for the jagged hole in the chain- 

| Iiak fence that separates Tijuana from San 

_@ Diego some five miles castof the Interna- 

tional Border Station: Rocks and pebbles 

tter down the steep hillside. He freezes in the dark- 

ness. Esposito (5 afraid. He fears the clatter might 

attract a US. Border Patrol scout, who will see him 

Yf hestarts to run again. 

© A man races through the fence to Esposito’s side. 

He slaps the frail farmworker in the face and kicks 

him in the ass, “Go or we lecve you heres the man 

hisses. Hesnaps open a switchblade in front of Espo- 

sho’s face and presses the cold blade’s tip against the 

trembling laborer’s jugular vein. Esposito is on his 
feet and running: the others follow quickly. 

As the man with the switchblade pushes and 
shoves the men through the fence and around tangles 
of sagebrush and thistle, a border-patrol jeep 
crunches its way through the dust and sand on the 
crest of the next hill, The guide—or “coyote,” as he 
is called in the immigrant-smuggling trade —motions 
for his’ “lambs” to lie facedown in the desert 


dust. He pulls a small-caliber automatic 
from a strap on his left leg and draws a fol- 
lowing bead on the moving vehicle. When it 
passes and moves off a safe distance, he 
restraps his gun and motions to his flock: 
“We go.” 

Each of the six men in the group paid 
$250 to the guide. In return they were prom- 
ised transport to Los Angeles. For $300 they 
could have gotten San Francisco or Stock- 
ton, California; $500 would have bought 
Chicago or Detroit; for $1,000 they could 
have had New York, Philadelphia, Boston or 
Washington, D.C. 

Quite often the promise is not fulfilled, 
and the lambs are fleeced, either by unscru- 

- pulous coyotes or by bandits who lurk like 
vultures in the hills on both sides of the bor- 
der to prey on lambs and coyotes alike. But 
things go well this time for 19-year-old 
Esposito and his companions. They are 
taken to a ramshackle garage in the San 
Diego suburb of San Ysidro. A dozen other 
illegal aliens are there when they arrive, and 
in the next six hours 22 more join them. 
Early the next morning all 40 illegals are 
crammed into a 2'4-ton van and taken on a 
roundabout, suffocatingly hot, three-hour 
ride to Los Angeles—and what they hope 
will be an opportunity to work their way out 
of a life of poverty. 

But not all illegal aliens claw their way 
into the United States. Many arrive in com- 
fort and style, carrying temporary visas, and 
then simply stay on when these visas expire. 


Ahmed Massoud Beyrani clutches his 
leather Gucci bag as the Pan Am jet lands at 
Los Angeles International Airport. The 
plane taxis toward the terminal. In a matter 
of minutes he will be greeted by his two sons, 
who he sent to the United States well over a 
year ago to establish a new home for him. 

Beyrani is in his late 40s. He is wearing 
the latest fashion in Italian suits. His white 
silk shirt is open, revealing a hairy, barrel 
chest and several gold neck chains. He 
moves his powerful, stocky body quickly 
past his fellow travelers as he heads toward 
the U.S. Customs office. He is graceful, 
despite a limp he tries to hide. Inside the 
office he flashes his visitor’s visa and says he 
has nothing to declare. The customs agent 
makes a casual search of the Gucci bag, 
raises his eyebrows when he sees a half- 
dozen bankbooks with addresses in Switzer- 
land and the Bahamas, but says nothing and 
hands the bag and its contents back to 
Beyrani. 

In the parking lot across from the Pan Am 
terminal, Beyrani spots a wine-colored Mer- 
cedes 450SL convertible. Seated inside are 
Beyrani’s 22-year-old son, Ali Youseff, his 
27-year-old son, Mohammed Hussein, and 
Mohammed’s American wife, Joanne. 
Beyrani kisses his sons and hugs his daugh- 
ter-in-law, then motions nervously toward 
the parking-lot exit. Within minutes they 
are speeding north to Malibu. 

It is clear from Beyrani’s conversation 
that he does not plan to return to his na- 
tive Iran when his three-month visitor’s visa 


“| didn’t close the cover before striking!" 


50 MAY HUSTLER 


expires. He’s come to America to stay. 

Both of Beyrani’s sons are in the U.S. ille- 
gally. They are stayovers. They didn’t go 
home when their temporary visas expired. 
Mohammed married Joanne and started 
naturalization proceedings after he was 
threatened with deportation following his 
arrest last year in Beverly Hills during a 
demonstration against the Shah of Iran. Ali 
attended California State University at San 
Francisco for a year, but after spending eight 
months drinking coffee and discussing 
politics in the student union, he quit school 
before exam week in June. 

Neither Mohammed - Hussein nor Ali 
Youseff have green cards—the permits that 
foreign nationals are required to have to be 
allowed to work in the United States. Yet 
neither has had any difficulty making a liv- 
ing. Mohammed manages an ifnport-export 
company and sells real estate on the side. Ali 
has had a series of jobs, mostly involving 
selling, but none of his employers have ever 
asked to see his green card. Ali is very active 
in the militant Iranian Students Association 
and the smaller but more fanatical Moslem 
Students Association. 

Felix Esposito and the Beyranis live at 
opposite ends of the economic spectrum, but 
they have one thing in common. They and 
other aliens are part of a thorny social and 
political problem that is plaguing the U.S. at 
all levels of government. The gut issues 
brought on by the massive inflow of aliens 
into the U.S. in recent years are: aliens tak- 
ing jobs from American workers; housing; 
severe draining on the taxpayers’ funding of 
social-welfare and public-health programs 
and educational systems; the grating and 
sometimes violent conflict of alien cultures; 
and the law-enforcement problems this con- 
flict poses. 

Federal officials estimate that there are at 
least 4 million illegal aliens in the United 
States and that their number is increasing by 
a half-million each year. Add to this the 
400,000 a year who become naturalized citi- 
zens, plus the thousands of others who enter 
the country on temporary permits, and one 
arrives easily at an alien influx of 1 million 
a year. 

According to a 1978 Interagency Task 
Force report made by the U.S. Departments 
of Justice, Labor and State, most of the 
aliens entering the U.S. have come from 
Cuba, the Dominican Republic, Greece, In- 
dia, Italy, Jamaica, Mexico, the Philippines, 
Portugal, South Korea and Taiwan. The 
report also stated that aliens come to the 
United States, for the most part, because 
their homelands offer inadequate job oppor- 
tunities. But no one is saying whether or not 
the already-tight U.S. job market can absorb 
these workers—or indeed if the housing 
shortage will worsen as increased competi- 
tion for living space triggers still-higher rents 
and housing costs. 

The task force also reported that more 
than 72% of all immigrants to the U.S. have 
settled in seven states: California, Florida, 


Illinois, Massachusetts, New Jersey, New 
York and Texas. Within these states ten 
cities—Chicago, Dallas, E] Paso, Houston, 
Los Angeles, Miami, Newark, New York, 
San Antonio and San Francisco—attracted 
more than 36% of all immigrants. The mil- 
lions of illegal aliens in the U.S. are believed 
to be settled in the same districts as the le- 
gals. So when the 1980 census is completed, 
if you’d like to know the real number of peo- 
ple living in the U.S., just add at least 4 mil- 
lion to the overall figure, and many of them 
will be in the abovementioned areas. 

In 1976 the U.S. Supreme Court unani- 
mously upheld a California law prohibiting 
employers from hiring migrant workers not 
lawfully resident in the U.S. if such employ- 
ment would have an adverse effect on the 
employment of lawfully resident workers. 
This confirmation of the California law 
spurred 11 other states with sharply rising 
illegal-alien populations to pass similar 
legislation. These states—Connecticut, 
Delaware, Florida, Kansas, Maine, Massa- 
chusetts, Montana, New Hampshire, New 
Jersey, Vermont and Virginia—do not 
necessarily have the largest alien popula- 
tions. But the populations they do have are 
seriously threatening the livelihood of local 
citizens. Despite the legislative concern of 
these states and the Supreme Court’s unani- 
mous ruling that domestic workers should 
have the first shot at available jobs, there are 
at present no practical means of enforcing 
this legislation, since employers rarely bother 
checking to see if the new worker they’re hir- 


ing is an illegal alien or a bona fide citizen. 

The surplus-labor situation is being ap- 
plauded by employers, particularly garment 
manufacturers and labor contractors, who 
prefer hiring and exploiting cheap illegal- 
alien laborers while native unskilled and 
semiskilled workers demanding fair wages 
and employee benefits are finding them- 
selves out of work. This state of affairs was 
forecast to Congress in 1978 by the Depart- 
ments of Labor and of Health, Education 
and Welfare: “When undocumented aliens 
compete with lawful resident workers for the 
same jobs, the labor market prospects 
deteriorate for both groups. As their num- 
bers have grown in recent years, it is most 
likely that undocumented aliens have in- 
creasingly substituted for resident workers. 
The most direct burden falls on already-dis- 
advantaged workers—blacks, Hispanics, 
women, teenagers, the handicapped and 
low-skilled legal immigrants—who compete 
with undocumented aliens in specific job 
categories. Wages are lower, and working 
conditions less satisfactory, because of the 
competitive success of undocumented aliens 
in the labor market.” 

University of Michigan economist George 
E. Johnson says illegal aliens in the job mar- 
ket depress wages at the lower end of the 
economic scale by 17%. If it were not for 
the presence of illegal aliens in the labor 
force, Johnson explains, unskilled American 
workers would be earning an average of 
$8,566 a year instead of the current $7,292. 
He lays it on the line: “There is no ‘liberal’ 
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or ‘conservative’ position on this issue. By 
restricting immigration we would help poor 
people at home.” 

Professor Vernon M. Briggs, Jr., a labor 
economist at Cornell University, charges 
that the unchecked flow of illegal aliens into 
the U.S. is making a mockery of the federal 
immigration system. Addressing the Con- 
ference on Jobs for Hispanics at Albuquer- 
que, New Mexico, last July, Briggs said that 
the Immigration and Naturalization Service 
(INS) apprehended more than | million il- 
legals in 1978. This represents a 1,000% 
increase over the number caught in 1965. 
Briggs added that officials estimate that for 
every person caught, five escape. 

Republican Senators Barry Goldwater 
(Arizona), S. 1. Hayakawa (California) and 
Harrison Schmitt (New Mexico) are of the 
opinion that if you can’t keep illegal aliens 
out, let them in—but do so with regulation. 
The senators put into the legislative mill a 
plan that would establish a temporary 
worker’s-visa program between the U.S. and 
Mexico—the source of approximately 60% 
of the illegals, according to the 1978 federal- 
agency report. 

When introducing the plan in June 1979, 
Hayakawa told the Senate: “It has proven 
futile to attempt to stem the flow of illegal 
workers with expanded border patrols, 
physical barriers [fences] and deportations. 
The situation can only be dealt with by the 
establishment of legal channels for the tem- 
porary migration of Mexican workers in a 
way which will prove beneficial to both 
Mexico and the United States.” 

Hayakawa contends that the Mexican 
workers do not want to stay in the U.S. per- 
manently, He says the illegal workers are 
here only to fulfill a short-term need to sup- 
plement their incomes. This viewpoint is at 
odds with a confidential 1977 Central Intel- 
ligence Agency report that states that one- 
third of all illegals stay in the U.S. 
indefinitely. 

To keep foreign workers from coming into 
conflict with domestic workers, the senators’ 
plan would allow the U.S. Attorney General, 
upon request of the Secretary of Labor, to 
restrict the employment of temporary alien 
workers at a business location if it will dis- 
place “willing and qualified” American 
workers. 

The plan might work if it were enforce- 
able. But who would or could show that an 
American worker was being bypassed by an 
employer in favor of an alien worker who 
was willing to do the same work at a lower 
wage? It took years for blacks and Hispanics 
to prove in court that they were subject to 
job discrimination. And it is taking just as 
long for white males to show that federal hir- 
ing quotas for women and minorities are an- 
other form of job discrimination. If the pro- 
posed legislation were made law, who would 
blow the whistle on employers who violate 
the law? 

Consider the experiences of Felipe and 
Juanita Vargas, illegal aliens from Mexico 

(continued on page 56) 


Since CHIC was first published in November 
1976, it has brought its readers fine fiction 
and penetrating articles. But most notably 
the award-winning magazine has featured 
The Best-Looking Girls in the World. The 
women in CHIC are prettier than the girls in 
Playboy and are presented as explicitly as the 
models in HUSTLER 

The Girls of CHIC are not only beautiful; 
they’re trendsetters. The woman on the 
right, whose photographs appeared in the 
October 1978 CHIC, is believed to have in- 
spired the look recently made famous by Bo 
Derek in the movie 70 

Here then is a bountiful harvest of The 
Girls of CHIC 


TT 


Regina. August 79 


Loulou \ ) 
December 78 


Sandro 
September 79 


Selena, 
June 77 


im, May ‘77 _ ; ; ae = 


Nothing Like a Dane, 
April (78 


| 
j 
| 
; 


ILLEGAL ALIENS 
(continued from page 52) 


living and working in Los Angeles. Their 
story is representative of thousands of other 
illegals in the American South and South- 
west, as well as in New York City, where ille- 
gal-alien workers are likely to be from Carib- 
bean and South American countries. 

Felipe Vargas has been arrested and 
deported to Tijuana twice in the past two 
years. When he was to make his third trip 
across the border, Juanita was pregnant; so 
he took her with him. Now they both work 
in Los Angeles County’s fast-growing gar- 
ment industry. 

Vargas, who is in his late 30s, half-trots 
across the intersection of Olympic Boule- 
vard and Wall Street, pushing a rack of 
women’s clothes. He is short and under- 
weight, and his black hair is beginning to 
gray. He moves fast because his boss has 
fired younger men for being slow. 

Crossing the intersection, he spots two 
Anglos and a Chicano dressed in sport coats 
and ties and carrying walkie-talkies. He 
darts into a nearby alley and hurriedly winds 
his way around a dozen delivery trucks and 
station wagons to the rear door of a clothing 
distributorship. 

“Miguel, the federales are raiding again,” 
Vargas says to a worker unloading the racks 
of dresses. “Tell the others.” 

Vargas goes to the front office to get his 
delivery invoice signed. 

Back at his place of work, Vargas hands 


over the signed invoice to his foreman. 

“What took you so long?” the foreman 
snaps. 

“T will go faster next time, Mr. Cer- 
vantes,” Vargas promises. 

“You are not worried about the federales, 
are you, Vargas? You haven't lost the green 
card | got you? The card you still have not 
paid for?” 

“No, Mr. Cervantes. I have the card. I 
will pay you another $10 today. As soon as 
I get my check from Mr. San Remo.” 

Thirty minutes later Vargas gets his 
paycheck. The stub shows deductions for 
union dues, insurance, city, state and federal 
withholding taxes, Social Security and state 
disability. He pays a $3.50 service charge to 
the company treasurer for cashing the check. 
While leaving, he is grabbed roughly by the 
arm. 

“Yes, Mr. Cervantes. Here is the $10. And 
here is the green card also. You see, I didn’t 
lose it.” 

“Be sure you don't! Remember, it belongs 
to me. I’m only renting it to you.” 

Vargas returns home to find his wife 
sweating behind a steam iron and a pile of 
new, unpressed clothing. Her belly is 
swollen with their expected child. 

“Juanita, | thought you would be through 
by now. They must be delivered tonight. 
Were you sick again?” 

“Si. All morning. I think the baby will be 
early.” 

According to the California Attorney 
General's Office and the California Division 
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of Labor Law Enforcement, the 2,210 gar- 
ment-manufacturing firms in Los Angeles 
County employ an estimated 73,000 
workers. Of these, 75% (55,000) are Spanish- 
speaking, and within this group 65% 
(36,000) are illegal Hispanic aliens. 
Minimum-wage laws are avoided by giving 
workers piece-rate work that can be done 
either at home or at a company location. 
Stitching and ironing, when done at piece- 
rate, can pay as little as $1 an hour, but 
usually averages $2, depending on the speed 
of the worker and the quality of the sewing 
and pressing machinery. 

The illegals frequently work under sub- 
standard conditions, often without toilet 
facilities and drinking water. Since they fear 
deportation and do not have proper iden- 
tification papers, they usually cash their 
paychecks at the garment shop. Checks al- 
ready reduced by “legal deductions” are 
sometimes further reduced (or “skimmed”) 
by unscrupulous employers who not only 
charge for the check-cashing service, but col- 
lect nonexistent union dues (only 10% of 
L.A.’s garment workers are unionized, and 
of these, few union members are illegals) as 
well as a mandatory and unexplained 
insurance premium. State investigators esti- 
mate untaxed profit from skimming 
workers’ paychecks to be $30,000 to $50,000 
per year for a firm that employs 30 alien 
workers. The untaxed profit is doubled and 
sometimes tripled when the legal deductions 
are not paid to the government by the em- 
ployer. With such an economic incentive, it 
is not surprising that many employers favor 
illegal-alien labor over domestic workers. 

Similar exploitation and sweatshop condi- 
tions exist on a smaller scale in San Fran- 
cisco’s Chinatown, where a heavy concentra- 
tion of recent immigrants from Southeast 
Asia is located, the Attorney General’s 
report says. 

The presence of illegal aliens is costing 
taxpayers plenty. The Los Angeles County 
Health Department estimates it spent $8.1 
million in 1973 to care for illegals. In 1977 
the amount ballooned to $60 million, a 
figure including costs of treatment of 6,000 
illegal-alien pregnancies. A large portion of 
the 1977 payout came from federal funds; so 
the bill for Los Angeles aliens, as well as for 
aliens in other locales, is being footed by 
taxpayers everywhere. 

The Los Angeles County Department of 
Public Social Services says it aided approxi- 
mately 1,200 illegals per month to the tune 
of $1.6 million in 1976, despite well-founded 
suspicions that the persons were ineligible to 
receive aid. According to welfare-depart- 
ment rules, the aid had to be provided until 
an investigation could prove the aid reci- 
pients were ineligible. Another $11.5 million 
in county and federal aid was given to 8,500 
children of illegal-alien parents in the same 
period. The county agency says the aid reci- 
pients were the children of illegal-alien 
women, mostly from Mexico, who claimed 
to have been abandoned by the father of 

(continued on page 126) 


“Whadaya mean, ‘Welcome’?! Why ain't you out pickin’ cotton?” 


Photography by James Baes 


Madeleine Kelly likes to show her body. She loves 
knowing that men take pleasure from viewing her. 
That's why the 23-year-old Miami, Florida, girl sent 
her photograph to HUSTLER’s Beaver Hunt contest. 
And that’s why she responded so enthusiastically 
when we asked her to share her sexuality in this 
photo-feature. Our congratulations to Madeleine, 
HUSTLER’s Beaver Hunt winner. 


man complained to his doctor, “Doc, I just 
can’t get a hard-on anymore.” 
“No problem,’’ the physician said. 
“Next time you want one, just put your 
fingers between your wife’s legs and sniff them.” 

So that night the man got into bed, put his fingers 
between his wife’s legs and sniffed them. His dick 
immediately stood straight up. He jumped out of 
bed, stood in front of his wife and asked, ““Do you 
notice anything different, honey?” 

“Yes,” she answered. “You've got a bloody nose.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines the ERA as: 
squatter’s rights. 


An American and a Russian were debating the mer- 
its of their respective countries. “In the United 
States,” the American 
boasted, “we have free- 
dom of speech!” 

“We have freedom of 
speech in the USSR too,” 
the Russian retorted. 

“But in the States,” the 
American insisted, “I can 
walk up to President 
Carter and call him a 
stupid motherfucker!” 

‘“‘That’s nothing,”’ 
added the Russian non- 
chalantly. “In my country 
I can walk up to the Prime 
Minister and call Presi- 
dent Carter a stupid 
motherfucker!” 


Late one night a drunk 
got into a taxi and asked 
the driver: “Hey, buddy, 
you got enough room up 
there for a pizza and a six 
pack?” 

The cabby responded, 
“You bet!” 

Then the passenger 
leaned his head over the 
front seat and proceeded 
to puke his guts out. 


and if 
that’s 


While lying down beside 

his bride in the darkness of the honeymoon suite, 

the groom inquired, “I must insist on knowing one 

thing, dear. Am I the first man to sleep with you?” 
“You will be, darling,” his wife answered, “if you 

doze off.” 


“Now I know why they call that thing a Blue 
Book,” the customer said to the used-car salesman. 
“Why is that?” the salesman asked. 
“Because every time you open it,” he replied, “I 
get fucked.” 


As a young couple parked in a crowded lovers’ lane, 
the girl sighed romantically, “It’s lovely out here 
tonight. Just listen to the crickets!” 

“Those aren’t crickets, honey,” the girl’s date 
informed her. “They’re zippers.” 
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Being particularly afraid due to an outbreak of 
crime in his area, a man bought a dog for protection. 
As soon as the animal was house-trained, the owner 
registered it in a school for attack training. Now 
every time its master gets assaulted, the dog shits! 


A middle-aged couple decided they would try to 
celebrate their 20th wedding anniversary by re- 
creating all the wild sex they had on their honey- 
moon. After repeated attempts and no satisfying 
results, the frustrated wife lay back panting and 
said, “Hiram, you sure ain’t got the fire in your 
boiler you had 20 years ago!” 

Hiram shot back, “Well, just don’t forget, 
woman, your flue don’t draw like it used to either.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines coward as: a man 
who wakes up with his 
nose in his wife’s arm- 
pit and is afraid to open 
his eyes. 


Judges these days tend 
to forget they are ap- 
pointed—not anointed. 


Question: How do you 
prepare the perfect 
Manhattan? 

Answer: Kick out all 
the blacks and Puerto 
Ricans! 


““My wife’s snatch is so 
tight,” the young man 
bragged, “I can barely get 
two fingers in it.” 

“Hell,” his friend re- 
plied. “I can hardly get 
one finger into my wife’s 
snatch.” 

“Boys,” said the old 
codger at the bar, “when 
you get to be my age, 
ya don’t use the finger 
method. You just toss in a 
rock and listen for it to hit 
bottom.” 


The HUSTLER Dictio- 
nary defines Jewish foreplay as: an hour of begging. 


The drunk staggered back from the bathroom at a 
wild cocktail party and asked the hostess, “Say, 
sweetie, does that green toilet paper you keep in 
the head talk and call you a motherfucker?” 

“Of course not!” the woman answered icily. 

“Then,” the drunk said, “I’m afraid I’ve 
wiped my ass with your parakeet and flushed 
it down the toilet!” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you've 
heard a gut-buster lately, how about sending it our way? Sub- 
mit your joke on a file card, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: 
HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, California 90067. If your joke is selected, we will 
send you $50. Sorry, but we can’t return submissions. day 
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“Oh, just getting ready to play ‘Hide the Weenie.’... What’s new with you, Mom?” 
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THE MORMONS 


LATTER-DAY SAINTS WITH A BLOODTHIRSTY PAST 


When Gary Gilmore’s heart exploded out the back of his T-shirt, 
his blood splattering on the mattress behind him, his execution by 
firing squad became a grim testimonial to the Mormon doctrine of 
blood atonement. ; 

Only in Utah could Gilmore have faced a firing squad in lieu of 
being electrocuted, hanged or gassed. Mormon Church leaders 
don’t like to talk about it anymore, but some quietly profess that 
certain sins aren’t forgiven by Christ’s death on the cross and that 
murderers and some others—even common adulterers in the old 
days—must literally shed their blood to repent for their special 
transgressions. And when Utah’s capital-punishment law was writ- 
ten, it was made certain that Mormons would always have that 

choice—that they could, if necessary, 

shed their blood to save their souls. 
_.There’s.a lot more-te-the Mor-— 

mon Church than meets the eye. 

Underneath its humble-pie ex- 

terior the Church of Jesus Christ 
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of Latter-day Saints is held together by a violent history and a 
secretive framework of mystical rituals and financial and political 
power. This apparently straitlaced religion is one of the fastest- 
growing denominations in the world. 

In a day when people from cops to movie stars pretty much wear 
their clothes and their hair however they like, when even judges 
smoke marijuana and when the centuries-old hysteria over sex 
seems to be running out of steam, the Church of Jesus Christ of 
Latter-day Saints—a religion so puritanical that it won’t let its 
members smoke, drink alcoholic beverages, engage in premarital 
sex or even have a cup of coffee with their breakfast—is growing 
like crazy. Only 150 years old, the Mormon Church now claims a 
membership of more than 4 million in 60 nations, and the Salt 
Lake City-based church newspaper, the Deseret News, estimates 
that-by the year-t990 there could be more:than 7.5 million. 

In addition to being big in numbers, the Mormon Church 
(often referred to by its members as the “Corporate Church”) 
is also a well-run business. A couple of years ago the Associated 
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Press made an educated guess about the 
income of the church and came up with a 
figure in excess of $3 million @ day from 
members’ contributions—in principle, 10% 
of their paychecks (tithing) —and from prof- 
its generated by the many church-controlled 
corporations. 

So while some people think their only 
contact with the Mormons will come when 
two young men in dark suits knock at their 
door and try to convince them to join up, 
many Americans today find themselves: 
working for a Mormon-owned data-process- 
ing company (Management Systems Corpo- 
ration) or real-estate firm (Zions Securities 
Corporation); or living in a 36-story New 
York City apartment complex; or buying 
life, fire or car insurance from one of four 
church-owned insurance companies (Bene- 
ficial Life Insurance Company, Utah Home 
Fire Insurance Company, Continental 
Western Life Insurance Company of Iowa 
and Deseret Mutual Benefit Association); or 
even eating food grown on a church-owned 
ranch in Utah, Colorado, Florida or Texas. 

The Mormon Church also owns a $28-mil- 
lion piece of the Los Angeles Times’s parent 
company, Times Mirror Corporation; two 
television stations (one in Salt Lake City, an- 
other in Seattle, Washington); four AM and 
seven FM radio stations in various states; 
two thriving hotels in Salt Lake City; 
Brigham Young University in Provo, Utah, 
and other, smaller private schools in South 
America; Deseret News Publishing Compa- 
ny; Deseret Book Company (a chain of 
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bookstores); and Zions Co-operative Mer- 
cantile Institution, Inc., Utah’s oldest de- 
partment-store chain. In addition, the 
church is the second-largest stockholder in 
Utah Power and Light Company, Inc., the 
biggest utility company in the state. 

There are other investments, but why 
quibble? Mormons have always been busi- 
ness-minded. 

The first of the Mormon entrepreneurs 
was Joseph Smith, who founded the Mor- 
mon Church in 1830, in the small town of 
Fayette, New York. Born two days before 
Christmas 1805 on a farm his family rented in 
Vermont, Joseph was the third of nine 
children. He was named after his father, who 
had lost the farm they had once owned by 
investing in a scheme to grow ginseng root — 
an herb reputed to increase virility—and 
sell it to the Chinese. The Smiths never did 
seem to have much luck farming, and they 
eventually moved on to western New York 
State. There they settled in Palmyra, where 
everybody in the family worked at odd jobs 
and on other farmers’ lands until they could 
save up a down payment for their own. 
Joseph wasn’t much of a reader, but he did 
keep abreast of the news, and he displayed 
an uncanny charm and presence in public 
situations. 

In the late 1820s a religious revival was 
sweeping through that area, and Smith and 
his family had long been known for their in- 
terest in mysticism and strange religious 
ideas. But they were also known for what 
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“Enough about me... say, that’s a mighty big cock you've got there!” 


was then called “money-digging,” which 
involved various mystical methods of look- 
ing for treasure. Smith himself claimed that 
he could see hidden treasure by looking into 
a smooth, dark pebble called a “seer stone” 
while holding his hat over his face. 

Smith never did find any gold by looking 
into his seer stone, but he did claim to have 
found the famous golden plates, the transla- 
tion of which, Smith professed, was the basis 
of his “Golden Bible,” The Book of Mormon— 
still the standard book of church doctrine. 
The fact is, Smith was in debt in the late 
1820s; according to his closest associates and 
relatives, he wrote the book for the money he 
hoped to make from its sale so that he would 
never again have to do the farmwork he so 
desperately hated. 

In No Man Knows My History: The Life o 
Joseph Smith (Alfred A. Knopf, 1945, 1971 
Fawn M. Brodie tells a revealing story. The 
first 116 pages of Smith’s translation of the 
golden plates he claimed to have found were 
stolen by the skeptical wife of his chief finan- 
cial backer at the time, Martin Harris. The 
woman then taunted Smith with the 
challenge that if the book were truly sacred, 
and if the golden plates actually existed, he 
could simply retranslate the missing pages— 
which retranslation would, of course, match 
the version she had hidden away. 

Smith then reported a direct revelation 
from God, telling him to ignore all this and 
to simply translate another set of plates that 
told the same story from a more religious 
point of view. Moneyman Harris believed 
the revelation, and as Brodie wrote, “His 
faith may well have made Joseph realize 
what he had but dimly sensed before, that he 
had at his fingertips the beginnings of a 
church.” In other words, Joseph Smith’s ef- 
fort to write a best-seller resulted in the 
founding of a best-selling religion. 

The Book of Mormon was the cornerstone of 
Smith’s new church. He claimed that he 
translated it directly from the golden plates 
he had found buried in a low hill near his 
home. At best the book is a bore. It begins: 
“I, Nephi, having been born of goodly 
parents, therefore I was taught somewhat in 
all the learning of my father; and having 
seen many afflictions in the course of my 
days, nevertheless, having been highly 
favored of the Lord in all my days....” 
Some 522 pages later the slowest passages 
in the Old Testament seem passionate in 
comparison. 

According to Mormon belief, Lehi—the 
father of Nephi—was a prophet and one of 
the children of Israel, though the Mormon 
Church has always considered him distinct 
from the Jewish people. He lived in modest 
circumstances, apparently at times in caves, 
near Jerusalem. One day, in a vision, Lehi 
was warned by God that the city was 
about to be sacked. He was instructed in this 
vision to take his family by boat to the New 
World, and shortly after the Babylonian 
siege of Jerusalem, in 600 B.C., they set sail. 
They landed somewhere in the Americas, 


(continued on page 82) 
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“1 don't understand it, sir. The DC-10 models 
just keep falling off the shelf!” 


When guests are present, they play 
their roles. But when they are alone, 
passions kept in check in public boil 

to the surface. Wants and needs 
that defy their ‘roles’? control 
them, drive them each to serve the 
other. Together in their own 
reality, no longer mistress and 
maid, they seek the ultimate 
satisfaction. 
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MORMONS 


(continued from page 72) 

and as they grew in numbers, the family split 
into two tribes, the Nephites and the 
Lamanites. The Nephites remained God- 
fearing and built great cities, some ruins of 
which, according to the Mormon Church, 
are now tourist attractions in Mexico and 
Latin America. (The church used to be quite 
specific about tying events detailed in The 
Book of Mormon to individual archaeological 
sites, but they have given that up in recent 
years, since no non-Mormon scientists could 
be found to confirm their claims.) 

The Lamanites were savage idol-worship- 
pers, and they fought with the Nephites for 
generations. Finally, in A.D. 384, after a 
series of great battles, the Lamanites wiped 
out all but a handful of the Nephites. 
Among the few escaping death were the 
Nephite general Mormon and his son, 
Moroni. They subsequently settled in the 
wilderness near the site of the epic conflict, 
in what is today Palmyra, New York. 

Mormon, apart from being a military 
man, was also the family historian, and for 
years he had been putting together his peo- 
ple’s story on a set of golden plates. When he 
died, his son completed the plates and then 
buried them in A.D. 421. They remained 
hidden until the 1820s, when Moroni, now 
an angel, returned in a vision to tell Joseph 
Smith where to dig them up. 

The Lamanites, on the other hand, 
degenerated—as the Mormons see it—into 
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what we now call the American Indian. 

The story is an unusual one, but it is not 
without its Judeo-Christian elements. The 
Mormons do believe in Christ, for example. 
They believe that He came to the Western 
Hemisphere after His resurrection and that 
America is the place Christ referred to when 
he said he had “other sheep” to preach to. 
And the Mormons also believe in the New 
Testament story of Creation, with the excep- 
tion (according to Joseph Smith) that the 
true location of the Garden of Eden was 
what we now call Independence, Missouri. 
In fact, a pile of rocks found one day by 
Smith as he stood on a bluff overlooking the 
Grand River, about a hundred miles north 
of Independence, was designated by Smith 
as the altar Adam used to offer sacrifices to 
the Lord after he and Eve were banished 
from Eden. 

Modern Mormon leaders don’t pay much 
attention to the Joseph Smith era of the 
church’s history these days. When they do, 
they like to talk about how oppressed they 
once were, first in Ohio, then in Missouri 
and finally in Illinois as early Mormons were 
forced to move from one place to another by 
their adversaries, who would tar and feather 
them and burn their homes. They were per- 
secuted, and church higher-ups do occa- 
sionally dwell on past persecutions, but they 
don’t like to talk about why the early Mor- 
mons were so despised by their neighbors. 

To begin with, fanatics of any sort have 
never been very popular, and many early 
Mormons must have impressed their 


neighbors in much the same fashion as the 
Moonies or the Hare Krishnas do our own 
society, They were fanatical in their devo- 
tion to one man—Joseph Smith. Whenever 
Smith felt the urge to found a new colony, he 
would tell a group of his flock to pack up 
and start a new settlement elsewhere—and 
they did so. Everyday earthly comforts 
didn’t matter that much. During that time, 
the Mormons were preparing for the 
“millenium,” a time they felt was almost 
upon them, when Christ would reappear on 
earth to reign for a 1,000-year period. Thus, 
there was little the early Mormons wouldn’t 
do for Smith. At times he would order men 
to leave their wives and children and go 
overseas as missionaries of the church—and 
they’d do it. 

In addition, early Mormons were 
encouraged by the church to address each 
other as “Saints” and to believe that they 
were morally superior to their neighbors. 
Smith’s grandnephew, Joseph Fielding 
Smith, a later president of the church, was 
an outspoken advocate of Mormon moral 
superiority: “Saints are the best people. We 
are, notwithstanding our weaknesses, the 
best people in the world. I do not say this 
boastingly, for I believe that this truth is evi- 
dent to all who are willing to observe for 
themselves. We are morally clean, in every 
way equal and in many ways superior to any 
other people.” More recently, Spencer W. 
Kimball, now President of the Mormon 
Church, stated in 1976: “We recommend 
that [Mormon] people marry those who are 
of the same economic and social and educa- 
tional background (some of those are not an 
absolute necessity, but preferred), and above 
all, the same religious background, without 
question.”’ No doubt this notion of “moral 
superiority” did little to improve relations 
between the early Mormons and _ their 
neighbors. 

Then there was Joseph Smith himself. 
Smith had all the attributes of a good 
pioneer preacher. He was an effective public 
speaker, he knew his Bible, and he had a 
flair for dramatic gestures. But he also 
claimed to have almost daily personal 
revelations from God—a claim regarded by 
many of his neighbors as blasphemy. 

And Smith was powerful. Non-Mormons 
were angry and worried about his political 
influence in Illinois. For one thing, he would 
openly promise the entire Mormon vote to 
whichever political candidate he favored. 
And behind him, in Nauvoo, Illinois, stood 
his Nauvoo Legion, a personal army that 
was a mighty force by frontier standards, 
and considered a real threat by independent- 
minded settlers. Then came Smith’s destruc- 
tion of the Nauvoo Expositor, a local 
newspaper staffed by former Mormons who 
were highly critical of the church. 

Smith’s ordered torching of the Expositor 
in June 1844 was his own undoing. Now 
Mormon-haters felt they had the legal and 
moral right to run the church out of the 
state. Thomas Sharp, a local anti-Mormon 
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My first two years at Lincoln High, during the Great Depression, | 
got poor grades because I couldn't do my homework. Elena’s tits 
kept interfering. I never knew how to direct my interest toward 
history or any of my other studies. Elena’s presence threw me into a 
state of panic. She'd say hello and I'd turn crimson, mumbling 
incoherently like an idiot. Then she'd laugh and shake her head as 
if giving up on me. I'd go home and concentrate on her tits, 
masturbating until their image faded. Afterwards I'd feel too list- 
less to do my homework. I did manage to summon sufficient 
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Sometimes the Past 
Is Best Forgotten 


energy to play ball with the boys, regaining some of my teenage 
vitality, but anything that required concentration was out of the 
question. Elena’s tits saw to that. 

Once or twice we went to a drugstore for a bananasplit or an ice- 
cream soda. My heart thumped so violently that if I attempted to 
speak, my voice would break into a high soprano note that threw 
her into gales of laughter. She soon lost interes@and actually did 
give up on me. She vanished. 

I didn’t see Elena again until one day. during my freshman year 
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at Brooklyn College. When I’d almost 
forgotten her, there she stood in the crowded 
student cafeteria, smiling at my table. 

“Hello, handsome,” she said. 

I gulped. “Jesus,” I said. “I don’t believe 
it.” 

“You'd better believe it,” she said. “It’s 
real, in the flesh.” 

Her flaming red hair blazed like a four- 
alarm fire. Her curvaceous body seemed 
sculpted from pure whipped cream. Her 
bosomy warmth sent waves of heat sweeping 
over me like a fever. Her tits, bigger than 
ever, seemed like invitations to madness, to 
delirium, to bliss. 

Soon we were chatting like we were old 
friends, even though it was our first real con- 
versation. She told me she was engaged to be 
married to Irwin, a boy I had known in high 
school. 

“When can I throw the rice?” I asked, 
trying to hide my disappointment. 

“Oh, after graduation. We’re in pre-med. 
We're gonna be doctors. How about you? 
What are you going to be?” 

I thought I detected the old hint of mock- 
ery in her eyes. I shrugged and said, “I don’t 
really know. An English teacher. Maybe a 
writer.” 

“I’m minoring in English lit,” she told me. 
“Poetry has always been my secret vice.” 

“My secret vice,” I said, “is what drives 
men mad.” 

She gave me a strange look. “You cer- 
tainly have changed, Harry. But I like you a 
lot better now. You used to be such a shy, 
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crazy kid. I never knew what to make of 
you.” 

“T never knew how to make you either,” I 
said. She stared, and I added quickly, “I’m 
still crazy, but only about one thing. Can’t 
seem to get it off my mind.” 

“Hmm,” Elena said. She remained 
thoughtful, watching me. “In that case 
maybe you ought to get married soon too.” 

“There’s only one girl I would marry. But 
she’s gonna marry someone else.” 

She gave me another strange look. “You'll 
find someone, Harry. You're better-looking 
than ever, you know.” 

Her remark went right to my head like a 
slug of whiskey. I grew bolder and said, 
“You're not so bad yourself. In fact, I think 
you're gorgeous.” 

Elena blushed. I had turned the tables. To 
cover up my intense excitement—I was hav- 
ing trouble holding this conversation with a 
raging hard-on—I changed the subject. I 
told her I had won first prize for poetry in 
our college magazine, the youngest student 
ever to win the award. 

“Oh, yes, I know,” she responded eagerly. 
“T read all about you in the paper. You 
know, you're quite a hero. Maybe you'll be 
famous some day, and then you'll forget 
your friends.” 

“Not you I won’t. I'll never forget you, 
gorgeous.” 

I stared at her, spaghetti dangling halfway 
to my mouth. I hadn’t been able to finish my 
lunch. 

She blushed again, rose and pink. I had 


mastered the art of conversation and could 
hold her attention, play on her passions. As 
for the unspeakable Irwin, I refused to take 
him seriously. He had a lousy complexion. 
He was skinny. And he was dull. God, how 
could she prefer that colorless bore to me? | was 
determined to prove she was making a mis- 
take. Drunk with a new sense of power, I 
talked my head off, making an effort to be 
unusually charming and witty. After lunch I 
walked her to her next class and easily 
scored a date for the following day. 

Now and then I ran into Irwin. Elena’s 
impending marriage to that ugly, little jerk 
had a twofold effect on me. On the one 
hand, it brought out all my show-off tenden- 
cies. I bragged, I clowned, I wisecracked, 
desperately trying to prove that Elena was 
making a deadly mistake. She’d suffocate 
with boredom if she went through with the 
preposterous marriage. On the other hand, I 
lost my nervousness with her. I felt safe be- 
ing her friend without deeper involvement. 

The reason for my earlier nervousness was 
simple. Sex with a beautiful woman like 
Elena, who also had an intelligent, vital 
spirit, scared me to death. I regarded her as 
a goddess, practically untouchable. Her 
respectability kept me off like an electric 
fence. When she told me she had slept with 
Irwin, it meant that they had sealed the 
bond. Consequently, I could no more think 
of sex with her than with my mother. I saw 
no harm, however, in our going out together, 
as I never dreamed that anything more 
serious would happen. 

One day she turned up in my English 
class, which was conducted by a bald 
professor with the face of a mournful 
bloodhound. I talked incessantly to Elena, 
mostly about poetry. We ate lunch together, 
took long walks in Prospect Park, attended 
concerts at the Brooklyn Museum. We took 
our music as we took all the arts—religious- 
ly. I was elated to discover that Irwin con- 
sidered our artistic escapades a silly waste of 
time. Our mutual tastes drew Elena and me 
closer. 

That summer I turned 18. Elena told me 
she was leaving with Irwin for a camp in the 
Catskills where they had been hired as coun- 
selors. Not wanting to spend a whole sum- 
mer in Brooklyn without her, I decided to 
see the country and make an attempt at los- 
ing my virginity. I started hitching south out 
of New York, got some good rides and began 
hopping freights. I slept in missions, flop- 
houses and Y’s where old men coughed all 
night and shuffled endlessly to the toilet. Ev- 
erywhere that summer during the Great 
Depression I saw human wrecks, bums and 
hobos who could slide no lower down the 
greasy ladder of the American Dream. 

“Sonny, you look like a nice young un,” 
said a kind old hobo in a boxcar somewhere 
in the South. “I jest wanna warn ya "bout 
somethin’, sonny. Never talk back to no 
dick. Ya might could git yo’self killed. Run 
with the trains an’ use both hands to ketch 

(continued on page 96) 
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The game of chess, they say, is like 
a ‘ the game of life: forces in opposi- 
tion. Each player pits his or her 
strength and cunning against the 
other’s in order to gain control. 
The Queen is a powerful chess 
figure. She is relentlessly pursued 
by the Knight, a daring chessman 
who challenges her omnipotent 


) “isos: role. He seeks her out, thrusting 
Seat. and probing, trying to discover 
Bs her weaknesses. 
When the Knight makes a bold 
and clever move on the Queen, it’s 
“check and mate.” 
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MEMORIES 
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hold. An’ run with em’ when jumpin’ off.” 

The hoboes spoke knowingly of how you 
could lose an arm or a leg or even your life. I 
huddled quietly against the boxcar walls, 
scared. But I learned a lot about “riding the 
rods.” Everybody called me “sonny,” as I 
looked no more than 15 or 16. 

About noon one day we pulled into a 
railroad junction in the Southwest. A bum 
told me, ‘Watch out for Texas Red. He’s a 
mean sumbitch. Jes’ as soon shoot ya as piss 
on ya.” 

As we jumped out, two big men with 
drawn guns rounded us up. 

“Uh-oh, it’s Texas Red,” whispered the 
hobo, his teeth beginning to chatter. 

They lined us up on the ties. A giant in his 
40s with a huge gut sagging over his 
cartridge belt stood examining us closely 
with mean, blue eyes. We were a sorry lot, 
mostly old bums in rags and a few shabby 
boys like myself. Finally, Red singled out a 
black man with white hair. 

“Hey, boy, where the hell ya think you’re 
goin’? This here’s lily-white country. No 
niggers.”’ He spat on the ties. “Don’t let the 
sun set on you, nigger. Lest ya wanna break 
rocks on a chain gang.” 

“Yes, suh.” 

“Now, git!” 

The black man got out of there fast. The 
men stood silent and fearful. I prayed that 
the big bull would let me off that easily. Just 
then his bloodshot blue eyes rested on me. 
He removed his ten-gallon Stetson and 
scratched his head. 

“You, there, sonny. Where ya from?” 

“New York.” 

“New York?” He seemed surprised. He 
took a few steps toward me, narrowing his 
eyes. “What in hell ya doin’ down here, ya 
damn Yankee son of a bitch?” 

“I wanted to see the country,” I said, my 
voice shaking a little. 

“T'll show you the country on a fuckin’ 
pea farm!” he yelled. “You look like a damn 
Irish-Catholic with that black hair and blue 
eyes. We don’t like Irish-Catholics down 
here, understan’?” 

I had dark brown hair and gray-hazel eyes 
and was not Irish. But I remembered the 
hobo’s advice: Never contradict a cop with a 
gun. 

“Now you git your Catholic ass outa this 
town before sundown, hear? Gotta good 
mind to bust your ass right now. G’wan, git, 
you Yankee bastard.” 

I caught a hitch on the highway without 
asking directions. 

That night I found myself in a small, sad 
town. I never knew the name. It consisted 
mostly of dilapidated wooden shanties. I 
bought a ham sandwich and a 7-Up and 
went to the deserted railroad yard. I ate my 
dinner in the darkness, with red signal lights 
glaring eerily. Locomotives wailed in the dis- 
tance. The heat was oppressive—the heat 
and the silence. 


I crawled inside an abandoned boxcar 
and leaned against the wall and mastur- 
bated. It didn’t help much. I got out of the 
car and started walking back toward town. I 
felt completely disoriented. I had lost my 
identity. 

After a while I came to unpaved streets 
without street lamps. I could smell jasmine, 
hominy grits, coffee. Black people moved 
inside the shacks. Scratchy blues records 
played softly on wind-up phonographs. A 
dog ran up, yelped sharply and scam- 
pered off. People watched from their 
porches. I moved like a sleepwalker through 
an unknown dream landscape. 

Then I almost bumped into a fat black 
woman in a colored bandana. As I passed, 
she jangled her keys at me, holding them up 
like bells. 

“Want some jazzin’, white boy?” she 
asked in a low, husky voice. 

I stopped dead in my tracks. 

“Only two bits.” 

I followed her into a wooden shack with a 
red light. It was a railroad lantern. She car- 
ried it inside and placed it on a small 
wooden table. Then she flopped heavily on a 
brass bed. Sweat poured down her coal- 
black face, which glistened in the red light. 
She pointed to something. 

“Fetch one o’ dem _ rubbers 
bucket,” she said. 

I looked down at a bucket of water with 
used condoms floating on the slimy surface. 
I shook my head and fished around in my 
pocket for one of my own. The woman 
pulled her cotton dress high above her belly, 
exposing baggy tits and an expanse of dark 
flesh. She spread her huge thighs, drew up 
her knees and did a jellyroll. I got rock-hard. 
I yanked my pants down around my ankles 
and pulled the rubber over the thick head of 
my cock. In one movement I dived on top of 
her, into her, groping blindly with both 
hands toward each tit, like a swimmer 
plunging into deep seas, with eyes closed. 
My cock sank into her cunt, and I shot an 
instant pent-up load and went limp. 

I stood and yanked up my jeans, but- 
toning my fly and watching as she washed 
her cunt in the bucket with the used rub- 
bers. As a boy, I had seen scumbags floating 
on the East River in the oil slick like 
jellyfish. 

“Two bits, sonny.” 

I paid. She flashed a gap-toothed smile. 
Her face looked like old patent leather. 

I walked back to the railroad yard. I felt 
sorry for the black woman, sorry for myself. 
The distance between us was too great. The 
distance between me and Elena was also too 
great. I wanted to grab a freight back north. 

I returned to the abandoned boxcar and 
lay back. I still didn’t know where I was or 
where I was going. I hardly knew who I was. 
Having gotten some relief from the tensions 
of sexual frustration, I found that although 
my desires had been momentarily satisfied, 
my deeper emotional needs had not been 
touched. I longed for someone I could be 
with all night, every night. 
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I beat off twice in succession and then, 
completely spent after the day’s events, I 
curled into the fetus position and fell asleep. 
I dreamed of Elena’s tits and the comforting 
warmth of her body, of a homey security I 
had never known. 

Returning to Brooklyn College, I dis- 
covered that I had lost more than my 
virginity. I had also lost my illusions. Col- 
lege seemed unreal, like kindergarten for 
grown-ups. I felt much older than the other 
students. My travel experiences had broad- 
ened and deepened my outlook, much more 
than mere reading had ever done. I had de- 
scended from Cloud 9, where I'd spent most 
of my life. The others were still floating 
around up there. For the first time I saw my 
professors as leading sheltered, ineffectual 
lives. 

My friends disappointed me in the same 
way—all except Elena, that is. She had 
returned from camp-counseling with greater 
solidity, had taken on something of the earth 
mother, probably from working with kids. 
Somehow this attracted me to her more than 
ever. 

Shortly after Elena and I resumed our 
friendship, she told me how much she had 
missed me that summer and how she’d be- 
gun to tire of Irwin at close quarters every 
day. He had grown suspicious, and began to 
accuse her of being infatuated with me. 
When she admitted this, he slapped her. 

“Tll beat the shit out of the little bas- 
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tard!” I yelled. “He dared to hit you, the 
swine? Why, I’ll cripple him!” 

Then it struck me. 

““You— WHAT?! 
mean?—” 

“Yes,” said Elena, “I mean it.” 

We looked at each other a long time. 

“T’ve dreamed about this—ever since high 
school,” I said, my voice uneven. 

We sat on the grass by the lake in 
Prospect Park. Kids played with sailboats; 
ducks paddled about. Couples rowed serene- 
ly, splashing their oars. It was a fine Indian- 
summer day in late September. I kissed 
Elena—the first wet, juicy soul kiss of my 
young life. I felt her maddening tits against 
my chest as we lay on the warm grass, and 
my hard-on raged like Beethoven. The blood 
thundered in my ears, and I thought my 
chest would crack from its heaving. 

I broke away to catch my breath, shaking 
all over. Elena looked and looked at me. We 
didn’t speak. I rolled over on my belly, 
embarrassed by my hard-on, which seemed 
to protrude about a yard. She lay beside me, 
looking. Then she put both hands on my 
face and stuck her tongue in my mouth, and 
I came in my pants. We spent the rest of the 
day in the park, kissing and rolling around 
on the grass. 


Admitted it? You 


Early one afternoon, when I was sure my 
mother would be out for at least an hour, I 
brought Elena to our rented attic in an old 
frame house. My dominant fantasy was 
about to come true. I felt a mixture of wild 
excitement and ominous foreboding. What 
could go wrong? | thought only of my mother 
walking in on us. 

In my room Elena seemed very calm. We 
kissed; then she said, “Let’s take off our 
clothes.” 

We began to undress. 

“This is your first time, isn’t it?” she 
asked. I nodded. In my mind it was the first 
time. “Are you sure you know what to do?” 

“Of course I’m sure,” I said. 

I felt like a small boy, realizing how much 
more experience she had. She seemed so 
calm, so relaxed, while I felt about to ex- 
plode from excitement. 

Naked, we stood staring at each other. I 
gaped dumbly at her dazzling, creamy-white 
young woman’s body. Her tits surpassed 
anything my imagination had invented. I 
stood paralyzed, in a trancelike state, unable 
to move. 

Then she said, “My God, Harry, you're 
beautiful! Your body —it’s indescribable!” 

I wondered if this was really happening 
to me. 

“Ellie,” I said in a choked voice, “it’s you 
who is beautiful. I just can’t believe it.” 

I slid my hands down her shoulders, her 
waist, her ass. I felt her thighs. Her tits 
pressed against my chest, causing the most 
delicious thrill I'd ever known to run 
through my body and soul. How I wanted to 
squeeze them, bury my face in them! I 
trembled with desire. But I didn’t get a 
hard-on. 


We lay down on the bed. She lay on her 
back and I got on top of her. I grew more 
tense and nervous. I was afraid that if we 
didn’t go through with it right away, my 
mother would barge in. But I was also afraid 
to touch Elena’s tits, although more than 
anything in the world I wanted to feel them, 
kiss them, take them in my mouth and suck 
them. But I suppressed the desire. I didn’t 
know why exactly, but somewhere at the 
back of my mind I believed that to touch her 
tits would cheapen her, lower her. It would 
profane my idol. Maybe I thought that 
touching her tits and fucking her was dirty. 

I contented myself with pressing my bare 
chest against her tits. And I realized that I 
was only half-hard. 

Elena started panting. Her breathing was 
soft and rapid. She began to moan, “You're 
beautiful, beautiful, beautiful.” I dug 
around in my pants frantically for the rub- 
bers I had bought for the occasion—Tro- 
jans. I found one, tore open the wrapper 
with my teeth and tried to put it on. But my 
cock wasn’t hard enough. I grew desperate, 
began sweating. I thought of all those days 
and nights I had fantasized about fucking 
her, when I'd had nonstop hard-ons, endless 
ejaculations. But I couldn’t get it up. I 
fumbled with the damn rubber. It kept slip- 
ping. It wouldn’t go on. Elena was rolling 
her head from side to side, her eyes closed, 
her hands around my hips, moaning softly, 
“T want you! Oh, I want you!” 

Sweat poured down my back. All this time 
I'd avoided looking at her tits. Have I gone 
completely nuts? I thought. Still fumbling 
with the rubber, I decided to look at them. 
This got me a little harder but not enough. 
And the damn rubber stil/ wouldn’t go on. It 
was wet with spit and sweat from my hands. 
I yanked at that son-of-a-bitchin’ rubber as 
hard as I could, coming all over the rubber 
and my hands. 

Blind with sweat and frustration, I hissed, 
“Fuckin’ SHIT!!” 

Elena opened her eyes. 

“Oh, darling, it’s your first time,” she 
said. “There’s nothing to worry about. 
You'll be all right.” 

“We gotta go,” I said through clenched 
teeth, looking at my watch. 

I dressed hurriedly, but she didn’t seem a 
bit bothered. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, avoiding her eyes. “I 
don’t know what happened. God, I’m 
sorry.” 

“Now just stop that,” she said. “It hap- 
pens to many men—especially the first time. 
I don’t want you to start getting complexes. 
That would really be serious. I know you’re 
potent. I’m not blind.” 

A lump rose in my throat. 

“Ellie, you’re wonderful. Jesus, you’re so 
understanding.” 

“Oh, shit,” she said. ““There’s nothing to 
understand. You’ve just got to get used to 
me, that’s all.” 

“Yeah, maybe. Besides, I really wanna get 
out of here. I can’t stand this. My damn 

(continued on page 104) 
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Twenty-two-year-old Elizabeth 
Martinez of McLean, Virginia, is 
a cosmetics salesgirl who finds 
fulfillment by writing children’s 
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Helen Rossman is a 21-year-old Texas 
real-estate saleslady who enjoys 
experimenting with videotape. Her 
fantasy is “‘to be devoured by five 
male photographers at one time!”’ 


Bad Ass Bertha is a three- 

her from Norco 
whose id : 
doggy heay ees 


€n is to servi 
. the 10] Dalmatians. > 


Photo by Taughm 


A ry Re ee 


ee 


haperoning her seven cats keeps | 
1-year-old Laurel Eve Schorner | 
usy when she’s not working asa | 
professional artist. This seductive | 
lady from Altoona, Pennsylvania, 
says there’s not enough room to 

' list all her sexual fantasies. 


: 


Photo by Sandra McGuire 


hp ~* 


—_—_ 


Charles McGuire! 2 of . 4 
Apopka, Florida, ‘has now \ 
~ realized 


his fantasy of 


isa Pipefitter foreman who 
enjoys waterskiing and sex, 


, 

he'd } an 
met ated — ent beav, 
reincar Oey woman 


104 


MAY HUSTLER 


MEMORIES 
(continued from page 98) 


mother might bust in here at any moment.” 

Next day in the gym, while I was working 
out with the punching bag, getting rid of my 
frustrations, I felt a sharp whack on the side 
of my head. Irwin stood with clenched fists, 
his face twisted, insane. 

I threw a wild punch and missed. The 
bastard had taken me by surprise. 

I'd boxed since the age of 13. I wasn’t 
much taller than he, but I was a lot heavier, 
mostly muscle. If he had any muscle at all, it 
was between his legs. For all I know, that’s 
what Elena had seen in him. The thought 
was so unbearable after my failure with her 
that I quickly dismissed it. Instead, I felt 
only black rage. I wanted to make chop suey 
of that stupid little prick. 

He went for me again. He couldn’t box 
worth a shit; his fists flew in all directions. I 
held him off with my left and covered my 
face, especially my nose. I was vain about 
my nose. He couldn’t land a blow, and that 
made him madder than hell. It was like box- 
ing with a crazed octopus. He had gone 
berserk. 

Then I was on the floor in darkness, 
shooting stars and Roman candles sparkling 
in a night sky. When I came to, Irwin was 
standing over me screaming, “Get up! Get 
up! I’m not finished with you!” My chin felt 
bruised. I stayed down awhile, then got to 
my feet. He swung again, fists flailing wildly. 
I guarded my face, watching now like a kill- 
er for the opening that I knew would come. 
Nail him, put him away! He mustn’t get out of 
here alive! 1 thought grimly. 

Then I landed one, a right cross to his jaw. 
He hit the deck. I had thrown the punch 
from the shoulder, but my strength was 
going. He staggered to his feet, slipped, went 
down again. I thought I had him. But he 
made it back, a little punchy. He looked 
ridiculous with his arms flying loosely and 
aimlessly, and I connected with a few jabs 
that made him look funnier. But my chest 
hurt. I could hardly breathe. Irwin had 
slowed down too, wheezing and grunting 
and whimpering, gasping for air. I landed a 
haymaker to his head and he sank to the 
floor. He was finished. I threw my gloves at 
him and turned my back. I saw him stumble 
out the door, crying. 

The second time with Elena I did much 
better than the first. After beating Irwin, I 
felt pretty cocky, more sure of myself. I told 
her about the fight, not mentioning that I'd 
been knocked out. 

“Poor Irwin,” she said with a look of 
concern. 

I didn’t give her much of a chance to 
waste her sympathy on the little swine. I 
grabbed her and kissed her passionately. 

“Listen, my parents have gone to the 
movies,” I told her. “They'll be out all eve- 
ning. We have plenty of time.” 

We went to my room, and I turned on the 
record player, something dreamy and 


romantic. We lay on the bed, kissing and ex- 
ploring each other’s bodies. This time I 
squeezed her tits, then stuck my fingers be- 
tween her legs where the hot juices were 
soaking through her panties. I got rock-hard 
and began removing her clothes. When she 
lay naked, I pulled off my clothes and, slip- 
ping a rubber on without difficulty, got on 
top of her. She was panting, grabbing my 
back and ass. I began sucking and licking 
her nipples. I opened and closed her drip- 
ping cunt lips with a squishy sound and 
rubbed her clit until I heard her beg, ‘Fuck 
me, Harry, fuck me, for God’s sake!’’ 

I slipped my thick cock into her juicy 
cunt, and even through the rubber I could 
feel the great heat there as she arched up to 
meet my thrusts, both her hands on my ass, 
pulling me into her with each lunge. Grunt- 
ing like a pig, I increased my speed until I 
felt the thrill in my balls before orgasm. “I’m 
coming, I’m coming!” I cried. She let out a 
sharp scream as we came together. 

I rolled off and lay on my back, looking at 
the ceiling. We were bathed in sweat. I 
heard the record player automatically drop 
another platter. My cock grew soft inside the 
rubber. I felt removed from Elena, although 
she lay beside me. 

Then Elena reached her hand over and 
slipped the rubber off my cock. I watched 
her as she started to graze around in my 
crotch like some kind of animal, her mouth 
hungrily slurping up the sticky cum. She in- 
serted her tongue into the rubber, tilting it, 
and greedily swallowed the contents. My 
stomach lurched slightly. 

Then she began licking my balls. A thrill 
of pleasure and power ran through me. With 
fascination, mixed with a touch of contempt, 
I watched her release my balls and start 
sucking my cock, which stiffened as she 
worked on it, her red head busily bobbing 
up and down, accelerating with the increas- 
ing tempo of the new record. 

I began driving my cock deep into her 
mouth, fucking her throat hard, watching 
her gag until tears rolled down her cheeks. 
But she didn’t give up. She clutched my 
hairy thighs with all her might, her ass 
humping the bed in time to the thrusts of my 
cock and the powerful rhythm of the music. 
At last, with the final screaming fuck-notes 
of the frenzied composition also reaching its 
climax, I shot my load in great hot spurts, 
pumping it into her gullet until the thick 
cream overflowed and dribbled down her 
chin. Still she kept working on my cock like 
a maniac, her face slimy with cum. Then, 
gasping and choking, she raised her head 
and gazed at me tearfully, with a look of 
slavelike devotion. 

The music was over. The record made a 
dull, hissing sound. I felt drained, empty. I 
no longer felt like a small boy. She stared 
into my eyes with the yearning, soulful 
expression of a pet spaniel. As she leaned 
forward to kiss me with parted lips, the 
black whore’s slimy bucket of rubbers 
flashed through my mind. I drew my head 

(continued on page 107) 


I am a regular reader of 
HUSTLER, and I really en- 
joy your magazine. For a 
long time now I’ve wanted 
to tell the world about my 
first experience with sex, 
and HUSTLER seems to be 
the best place for me to do it. 

The summer I spent on 
the farm with my Aunt Anna 
and her daughter, Vicki, 
started out to be the most 
boring vacation a boy could 
ever spend. There was 
absolutely nothing to do. 
Not knowing what to do 
with all my idle time, I be- 
gan to slip away—into my 
bedroom or the bathroom or 
the hayloft of the barn—to 
jerk off. Soon I was mastur- 
bating several times a day. If 
every man were allowed a 
certain amount of jism in his 
lifetime, I'd have shot all 
mine onto my belly during 
the first few weeks of that 
summer. 

Luckily, I had more than 
my vivid imagination to 
excite me. Slightly more 
than a week after I arrived, I 
discovered a tiny hole in the 
wall separating my bedroom 
and the bathroom. I could 
watch my aunt or cousin 
bathing their beautiful bod- 
ies while I jerked off for an 
hour or more. 

I especially liked watch- 
ing Vicki, who was home 
from her second year in col- 
lege. Not only was she bet- 
ter-looking than Aunt Anna 
(who was still a knockout), 
but she was just plain gor- 
geous, anyway. Hell, she 
really got into taking a bath, 
and more often than not she’d finger 
herself to orgasm when she soaped her 
furry slit. 

One time after watching an extremely 
erotic performance by Vicki, I shot my 
load once and then lay down on my bed 
to jerk off a second time. I was day- 
dreaming, remembering the way she’d 
lathered her crotch, spreading her cunt 
lips and nearly fucking herself with the 
bar of soap. There had even been one 
moment when it seemed like she had 
been looking directly at my hole in the 
wall—and she’d smiled. 

As I stroked my aching rod, I began 
to have the strange feeling that I was be- 
ing watched. I was sure my cousin knew 
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by Dennis O’Shea 


I'd been spying on her, and the thought 
of Vicki telling her mother crept into 
my mind. I was too far gone to really 
worry about it, though, and I kept 
pumping my prick, still turned on by 
the performance I’d just witnessed. 
Then I heard a sudden sound at my bed- 
room door. 

I don’t know how long Vicki had 
been standing out there, but it was ob- 
vious she knew exactly what was going 
on when she walked in. She was wear- 
ing only a towel wrapped around her 
body, and it opened slightly, exposing 
her leg to the hip. The only thing I 
could think of was that she was going to 
tell my aunt and that I’d been caught 
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doing something terrible. 

But she just closed the 
door behind her. Her eyes 
were focused on my shrink- 
ing cock, which I was des- 
perately trying to hide with 
my hands. She crossed the 
room toward me, and I 
rolled onto my belly. I 
begged her not to tell Aunt 
Anna, and I swore I’d do 
anything she said if she’d 
just keep quiet. She smiled 
sheepishly and asked me if 
I really meant “anything.” I 
nodded. 

Vicki sat down on the 
edge of the bed and ran her 
hand along the back of my 
thigh to my ass. Then she 
slapped me lightly on the 
cheeks. For a moment she 
didn’t move; then her fingers 
began to move over my ass. 
But her sharp fingernails 
weren’t caressing—she was 
scratching me, digging her 
nails painfully into my butt. 

She said she thought a boy 
who had been spying on his 
cousin and playing with his 
“thing” should be punished. 
She told me she was going to 
give me a good, old-fash- 
ioned spanking. I didn’t 
think she was serious, but 
she was. “And maybe,” she 
said, “‘after you’ve taken 
your punishment, I'll help 
you finish what you started.” 

That really startled me. 
For the first time I realized 
that Vicki might be inter- 
ested in my cock rather than 
in turning me in. But, to tell 
the truth, I really didn’t 
know what was going on. I 
raised my ass, figuring she 
was just going to give me a few swats 
with her hand, but she told me that I 
had to come with her and that-I had to 
remain naked. 

Aunt Anna had gone into town and 
wouldn’t be back until late that night; 
so there wasn’t any danger of her seeing 
us. That was a good thing, because when 
I got up, my hard-on was back to bob- 
bing up and down as I followed Vicki. 
The towel she was wearing didn’t really 
cover her ass, and when she walked to- 
ward the door, I saw close-up the beau- 
tiful cunt I'd been jerking off over all 
summer. 

Vicki asked me what I was staring at, 
and I just stammered and looked down 
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at the floor. She told me I was just mak- 
ing things worse for myself. At this point 
she grabbed me by the balls and led me 
along to her mother’s bedroom—and 
not very gently. 

When we got into the bedroom, Vicki 
squeezed my balls and hissed, “If you 
don’t do as I tell you, Dennis, I'll 
hurt you—really hurt you.” The sound 
of that sent frightened chills up my 
spine. She ordered me to get the hair- 
brush from the dressing table, and then 
she made me lie down across her lap. 
My hard cock was poking into her thigh, 
and she positioned me so it was between 
her legs, brushing against her exposed 
cunt. 

The silken curly hair above her cunt 
glistened, and as my vision darted from 
it to her half-exposed breasts, my cock 
got harder than ever, jerking against her 
smooth thigh. I was rock-hard, and the 
feeling of her hot cunt so close to my 
cock was building up to an explosion 
that I wasn’t going to be able to hold off 
any longer. 

For the first time in my life my cock 
was in contact with a cunt, and for the 
first time in my life I was feeling cunt 
juices dampening my swollen prick. I 
could feel my whole body throbbing. 
But just as it seemed like I was going 
to shoot my jism all over her crotch, 
the hairbrush struck my ass real hard, 


“Screw the Mob's shit list! There’s no hit man smart enough 


and I felt an explosion of pain instead. 

Crack! The brush slammed into my 
ass again, and | screamed and tried to 
protect myself with my hands. “Oh, no, 
you don’t!” Vicki shouted, cracking my 
hands with the brush. I pulled them 
away, and she hit me again. Crack! As 
she hit me again and again, I heard her 
mumbling that she’d wanted to feel my 
cock between her legs ever since Id got- 
ten to the farm. 

Crack! “I love the way your cock 
moves...” Crack! “... every time I hit 
you!” Crack! “It gets me so fucking 
hot!” Crack! “Almost enough to...” 
Crack! “...let you fuck me!” Crack! 
“Almost, but not quite enough!” 

While she continued to smack my ass 
with the brush, the pain I felt at first 
gradually transformed into a strange 
excitement. My cock began throbbing 
again, and I could feel her juices seeping 
onto it. I was on the verge of coming 
when she dropped the brush and shoved 
me off her lap. She spread her legs and 
tried to pull my face into her lap. 

Well, unfortunately, her cunt scared 
the shit out of me. No matter what she 
did, I wasn’t about to eat her out. Later 
I'd find out what cuntlapping is all 
about, but that first time wasn’t going to 
be my initiation. 

I guess she must have figured out 
what I was thinking, and she moved her 
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hand down and started massaging her 
cunt with her fingers instead. I was 
almost hypnotized as I watched her 
stick one, two, then three of her fingers 
inside, and as she came, squeezing my 
head between her legs, she screamed, 
“My tits! Do my tits!” She grabbed my 
hand, pulling it up under her towel, 
which promptly fell off. 

Then she fell back across the bed and 
began patting my head. She told me I 
wasn’t too bad, and since I’d been so 
good, she was going to show me some- 
thing special. She ordered me to stand 
up and took hold of my balls again. This 
time, though, her hand was gentle, cup- 
ping my aching balls as she maneuvered 
me in front of her so that I was standing 
between her legs while she sat on the 
bed. 

My cock was standing straight out, 
pointing at her tits, and I stood there 
feeling embarrassed, wondering what on 
earth she was going to do to me now. 
But Vicki moved her hand from my 
balls to the head of my cock, and her 
fingers encircled it. “Does the little boy 
want to come too?” she teased, rubbing 
my hard-on up and down. 

I nodded, too turned-on to even 
speak, and she suddenly engulfed the 
head of my prick with her mouth. The 
moment I felt her tongue flick against 
the tip of my cock I wanted to explode, 
but she squeezed me off at the root of 
my shaft and kept teasing me. Soon she 
was taking nearly the whole length of 
my rod down her throat, milking my 
balls gently. She pressed her teeth deli- 
cately into my shaft, and I felt my balls 
tighten. 

I knew that I was going to explode. I 
wanted to hold back, and I tried to warn 
her that I was going to come. I knew 
she’d do something terrible if I shot my 
sperm into her mouth. But I couldn’t 
speak, and I made a low, strangled moan 
as I felt pulse after pulse of thick jism 
spurt into her waiting mouth. 

She didn’t pull away. She sucked ea- 
gerly until she had drained the last drop 
of cum from my balls, and she sucked 
until I slid limply from between her lips. 

“That was great,” she whispered, 
moving up and nuzzling my ear. “I 
think you’ve learned your lesson, 
haven’t you?” 

I sure had. From that point on I never 
jerked off without Vicki’s help. The 
bath ritual became a regular thing we 
would do nearly every day. Afterward 
she’d come into my room, and we would 
repeat what had happened that first 
time. And a potentially boring summer 
became the most exciting summer of my 
life —a summer I relive over and over in 
my memory every chance I get. 
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editor, baited newspaper readers with 
screeching editorials: “Citizens arise, one and 
all!!! Can you stand by and suffer such 
infernal devils! to rob men of their property 
and Rights, without avenging them? We 
have no time for comments; every man will 
make his own. Let it be made with powder 
and balls!!!" 

Illinois Governor Thomas Ford, already 
uneasy about his reputation for being soft on 
the Mormons, personally came to Carthage, 
a town near Nauvoo, and sent a letter to 
Smith demanding that he turn himself in 
and stand trial for the destruction of the 
Expositor. Smith had been in jail before and 
had always managed to get out one way or 
another, but this time he sensed big trouble. 
The Mormons’ neighbors were already form- 
ing a local militia to storm Nauvoo. Smith 
agreed to be jailed and to stand trial in 
Carthage—but only if he could bring along 
his own guards from the Nauvoo Legion. He 
feared a lynching. When Governor Ford 
refused, fearing on his part the outbreak of a 
battle, Smith and his brother, Hyrum, es- 
caped across the Mississippi River into lowa 
Territory. 

By all rights Smith should have continued 
west, but friends accompanying him from 
Nauvoo convinced him to return to his now- 
leaderless flock and take his chances at the 
trial. 
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back. Elena’s red hair, damp and stringy, 
with wisps and strands clinging to her 
sweaty face, gave her the insane look of a fa- 
natic. Her eyes glittered with a glazed look 
of obsession. Uneasily, I shifted away from 
her touch. 

I didn’t want to touch her, to talk to her. I 
felt as if I had dragged her through the mud. 
Besides, her intense expression alarmed me. 

“Harry?” she said softly. “Harry? Are 
you all right?” 

I stood up and started to dress. I had to 
get away from her. 

“We'd better leave,” I said hoarsely. “My 
mother might show up any minute.” 

I was lying, but the urgency to be free of 
her had become too strong. She was no 
longer a goddess. Her weakness and depen- 
dence frightened me. 

She stood up and dressed mechanically. 
We walked to the elevated subway in 
silence. I wanted to be alone, to work things 
out. 

As she stood on the stairs of the subway, 
she looked anxious. 

“Harry, when will I see you again?” 

“Oh, soon. Real soon.” I smiled, trying to 
seem reassuring. 

“T love you, Harry,” she said. ‘I need you. 
Tell me you love me.” 

“Sure, I do, I do,” I said. “But you’d bet- 
ter hurry. You'll miss the ar 


As he rode into Carthage, Smith was 
greeted by angry crowds yelling, “Shoot the 
damned Mormons!” and “God damn you, 
Old Joe. We’ve got you now!” Within days a 
mob took advantage of lax security, painted 
their faces “Indian-style” to hide their iden- 
tities, raided the jail and shot and killed both 
the 39-year-old Smith and his brother on 
June 27, 1844. 

The persecution of the Mormons stopped 
for a while, giving the church time to 
regroup. But within a couple of years there 
was more harassment, and Brigham Young, 
the Mormons’ new leader, finally decided to 
get his people out of Illinois. They headed 
for the Rocky Mountains, to what was to be- 
come Utah. 

Young had emerged the winner from a 
power struggle within the church over the 
leadership succession. His opponents, the 
Re-organized Church of Jesus Christ of Lat- 
ter-day Saints, was a splinter group that split 
off at that time, taking the position that the 
head of the Mormon Church should always 
be a direct descendant of Joseph Smith, not 
the President of the Council of the Twelve 
(Apostles), as Young was. It was a compli- 
cated fight, but in the end most Mormons 
followed Young, and the Re-organized 
Church drifted into obscurity. 

In contrast to the party-loving, handsome 
Joseph Smith, Brigham Young was solidly 
built and blunt-speaking. He was the son of 
John Young, a Massachusetts farmer and 
Revolutionary War hero who had moved his 
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family to New York in 1829. In 1832 
Brigham, a painter and glazier by trade, 
found himself attracted to the Mormon 
faith, which was then flourishing under the 
leadership of Smith. He was converted and 
baptized into the church on April 14, 1832. 
In 1835 he entered the church hierarchy 
as a member of the Council of the Twelve 
(Apostles), later becoming the director of the 
Mormon settlement in Nauvoo until 1838, 
when he left to do two years of missionary 
work in England. When he returned from 
his successful tour there, he eventually took 
over the Mormon leadership after Smith’s 
death. He was smart, rough-and-ready in the 
frontier sense and uniquely qualified to 
organize the mass exodus of his people from 
Illinois across miles of prairie and Indian 
country to the new land in the West. Arro- 
gant, dictatorial and a superb planner, he 
was the perfect leader for that period in the 
Saints’ history. During his lifetime, out of 
respect and affection, he was always known 
among his people simply as “Brigham.” 
Even in Utah, however, Young couldn’t 
shake the church’s bad image. For unlike the 
Quakers and other religious sects, the early 
Mormons always had a dark side to them. 
Consider the story of Rosmos Anderson, 
documented by ex-Mormons Jerald and 
Sandra Tanner in their privately published 
sourcebook of Mormon history and doctrine, 
Mormonism—Shadow or Reality? In the late 
1850s Rosmos Anderson was living with his 
wife in a rural Utah town. She was older 
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than he and had a daughter from a previous 
marriage who also happened to fall in love 
with Anderson. In Utah at that time 
polygamy was widely practiced as an official 
doctrine of the Mormon Church, and there 
was no reason why Anderson couldn’t marry 
the stepdaughter too—except that a local 
Mormon bishop wanted the girl for himself 
and refused to perform the ceremony. 
Anderson and his stepdaughter decided to 
force the issue by confessing in a church 
meeting that they had already had sex. They 
thought this would pressure Brigham Young 
into letting them get married. Instead, they 
were forgiven for their adultery and made to 
promise never to do it again. 

But of course they did. Charges of adul- 
tery were again brought against them, and 
this time Anderson’s wife was ordered by the 
Mormon bishop to prepare a clean suit of 
clothes for her husband's burial. Then one 
night a couple of church members took 
Anderson out to a pasture at midnight, dug 
a grave, slit his throat and buried him. Later 
anyone asking about Anderson was told he 
had moved to California. 

The odd thing, though, according to his- 
torical documents published by the Tanners, 
is that Anderson cooperated entirely with his 
executioners, even baring his throat for the 
knife. As a Mormon, Anderson believed in 
the doctrine of blood atonement. In the 
words of Brigham Young: “There are sins 
that men commit for which they cannot 
receive forgiveness in this world, or in that 
which is to come, and if they had their eyes 
open to see their true condition, they would 
be perfectly willing to have their blood spilt 
upon the ground, that the smoke thereof 
might ascend to heaven as an offering for 
their sins; and the smoking incense would 
atone for their sins, whereas, if such is not 
the case, they will stick to them and remain 
upon them in the spirit world. I know, when 
you hear my brethren telling about cutting 
people off from the earth, that you consider 
it is strong doctrine, but it is to save them, 
not to destroy them.” 

Today the Mormon Church denies that 
these sort of killings ever took place, but 
historians say such blood atonement did 
occur, and this interpretation of the practice, 
as expressed by Brigham Young, is still 
clearly stated in The Book of Mormon. 

Gone are the days when Joseph Smith was 
called “Holy Joe” by his critics; now church 
leaders are wooed by politicians, especially 
by conservatives, because the Mormon 
Church has clout. Today it is perhaps the 
single-most-powerful and best-organized 
group opposing the Equal Rights Amend- 
ment. In fact, an old saying among liberals 
in Utah is that you are immediately swept 
back 40 years politically the moment you 
step off the plane in Salt Lake City. 

Officially, the church keeps its hands out 
of partisan politics—in distinct contrast to 
the old days, when Smith often promised the 
entire Mormon vote to a party candidate. 
But the fact remains that the overwhelming 


majority of Mormons are conservative and 
suspicious of government interference. They 
consider most cities on the East and West 
Coasts to be ravaged by sin. It is not surpris- 
ing that the Mormons still tend to vote in 
bloc patterns without specifically being told 
to do so by the church. And the candidate 
who is able to capture the Mormon vote will 
emphasize those elements in his platform 
that cater to Mormon doctrine. 

In the West itself the church’s influence is 
massive. Idaho’s large Mormon population 
is always a factor in an election, and many 
parts of Nevada, Wyoming, Colorado, Ari- 
zona and northern New Mexico have Mor- 
mon majorities. But in Utah, Mormon influ- 
ence is so widespread that you can generally 
assume both candidates in any election are 
practicing Mormons. Last year the New York 
Times noted that Utah’s governor, its entire 
U.S. Congressional delegation (both sena- 
tors and all its representatives), 90% of the 
state legislature and 70% of the citizenry 
were Mormons. That’s clout. 

Divine daily revelations are also a thing of 
the past—at least those of the more bizarre 
type. Joseph Smith used to teach that he had 
learned from God about the people who 
inhabited the moon, O. B. Huntington, writ- 
ing in a church publication in 1892, recalled 
Smith talking about this peculiar phenome- 
non: “As far back as 1837 I know that he 
said the moon was inhabited by men and 
women the same as this earth, and that they 
lived to a greater age than we do, that they 
live generally to near the age of 1,000 years. 
He described the men as averaging near six 
feet in height, and dressing quite uniformly 
in something near the Quaker style.” 

Both Joseph Smith and Brigham Young 
taught that people’s blood literally changed 
from the blood of a “gentile” (a non-Mor- 
mon) to the blood of Abraham when they 
were made members of the church—and 
that the transformation was often so violent 
that the converts seemed to be having fits. In 
contrast, the most recent “revelation” from 
God has been one enabling blacks to become 
members of the church’s priesthood. 

Today Mormons are so down-to-earth, 
sober and dependable that they have been 
hired as trusted aides by such men as 
Howard Hughes. Much has been made of 
Hughes’s ‘Mormon Mafia,” and it’s an in- 
teresting tale. In Richard Mathison’s His 
Weird and Wanton Ways (William Morrow 
and Company, 1977) the author describes 
one Christmas Eve when the billionaire was 
having trouble finding anyone on his staff 
who was sober and available for work. Final- 
ly he reached William Gay, a Mormon, who 
told the surprised Hughes that he was sober 
because his religion forbade drinking. 
Hughes was impressed, so much so that he 
favored hiring Mormons as his aides from 
then on. 

Eventually these Mormon aides gained 
control over much of Hughes’s empire. But 
it is doubtful, contrary to popular rumors, 
that the church leadership ever had any 

(continued on page 122) 
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to help you avoid being one. Write 
HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los An- 
geles, California 90067. 

Besides us, we suggest that you bitch about 
your mail-order burns to your local Better 
Business Bureau or the chief federal authori- 
ty—the Consumer Advocate Office, U.S. 
Postal Service, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


RUSH FIRE 

A popular product called RUSH, 
which has been advertised in these 
pages by Pac West Mail-Order (P.O. 
Box 3867, San Francisco, California 
94119), is still available despite a 
huge January fire that destroyed the 
San Francisco building where it is 
manufactured. According to a 
spokesman from Pharmex, Inc., 
which markets RUSH, the fire will 
not significantly affect its mail-order 
business “because we have plenty of 
inventory.” 

RUSH, promoted as a “‘sensual 
body lubricant,” is in fact a heart- 
stimulating chemical called isobutyl 
nitrate. It is legal, but many doctors 
worry that overuse could be hazard- 
ous to certain individuals. 


REJECTS SHORTAGE 
Even HUSTLER’s rejected Honeys 
are so hot that our customers pounce 
on them with gusto. Our Back Issues 
Department reports it has run out 
of copies of HUSTLER REJECTS #2 
because of overwhelming demand 
for them. Customers who sent in 
their checks too late were sent letters 
informing them they can either get a 
refund or choose another one of our 
magazines. If you haven’t yet 
received your copy of HUSTLER 
REJECTS #2 or a letter, drop a line 
to our Back Issues Department at 
P.O. Box 67068, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. 


LATE EROTICA 
There doesn’t seem to be a pot of gold at 
the end of my dealings with Rainbow 
Enterprises (63 11 Yucca Street, Holly- 
wood, California 90028). I sent for a 
Swedish Erotica catalog they were 
advertising for $10 (plus a $2 handling 
charge). It’s been a month and a half 


Edited by Jim Dawson 


since I mailed my money order, but 
nothing has arrived. —R. M. 
Chicago, Illinois 


We went straight to Rainbow’s new 
office at 5032 Lankershim Boule- 
vard, Suite 7, North Hollywood, 
California 91601—where the firm 
now calls itself Fantasy Sales—and 
asked the manager what the 
problem was. He explained that his 
supplier was late in shipping the 
Swedish Erotica catalogs to him. 
When we gave him the names of 
R. M. and several other disgruntled 
customers, he immediately notified 
them about the delay, promised the 
quickest delivery possible and 
offered to refund them their money 
if they didn’t want to wait. 


DOLL-HOUSE 
DOLDRUMS 

About four months ago I sent $49.95 to 
Mail Mart (Department 8I-1, P.O. Box 
44241, Panorama City, California 
91412) for a life-size doll called 
“Angie.” I know they got my order be- 
cause Ad Reply Mailers (P.O. Box 505, 
Van Nuys, California 91408) asked for 
a copy of both sides of my check. Is this 
some kind of runaround? You'd think 
with so many companies having their 
fingers in the pie, I'd get my love doll. So 
why am I still waiting? —f. M. 

Houston, Texas 


J. M.’s letter is not the only com- 
plaint concerning Mail Mart we’ve 
received or printed (see March’s 
Mail-Order Feedback); so we decided 
to pay a visit to Mail Mart’s Holly- 
wood processing office and have a 
chat with the manager. He checked 
his records and made arrangements 
to get the merchandise out to J. M. 
and his pissed-off peers as snappily 
as he could. 

He also assured us that if his 
customers aren’t happy with the 
dolls they get, Mail Mart will accept 
their return if the dolls have been 
carefully put back into the packages 
and are not damaged. “You’d be 
surprised how many come back here 
jammed into the packages with the 
foam still inside of them, or stained 
with semen,” he said. “If the doll 
isn’t in the same condition as it was 
when it left here, naturally we won’t 
refund the money.” 


PSYCH-OUT ARTISTS 
Recently I received a brochure from Psy- 
chological Interviewing Systems, Inc. 
(P.0. Box 3842, Grand Central Sta- 
tion, New York, New York 10017), ask- 
ing me to participate in “a nationwide 
survey on pornography.” It says, ‘Please 
help us tell the opinion-shapers how 
America really feels about pornography 
by participating in this survey today,” 
and then goes on to ask you to pay from 
$5 to $20 for various package deals 
called “Sections.” For instance, Section 
#2 offers “Sexual Acts Involving Mi- 
nors... ” and lists three sex films in 
color: ‘‘Kid Stuff,” “Teasing Her 
Teacher” and “Gail Joins the Gang.” 

To be quite frank, I smell a rat; so 
instead of sending this company my 
money, I’m sending you its address. 


—J.N. 
Ashland, Kentucky 


We're glad you did. Since Psychologi- 
cal Interviewing Systems, Inc., sounded 
mighty fishy to us too, we did a little 
checking around and found that it’s 
a new operation run by “Connie and 
Philip Wilson,” the folks who have 
been selling limp-core crap out of 
NFP (P.O. Box 300, Enola, Pennsyl- 
vania 17025) and JFL (P.O. Boxes 
287 and 310, New Rochelle, New 
York 10804). They’ve changed their 
names and addresses and given their 
little moneymaker a new twist 
designed to trick customers into pay- 
ing to fill out a “sex questionnaire,” 
but the material they send you is the 
same feeble junk that NFP and /FL 
are notorious for. 

Here’s what you’ll get: some snip- 
pets of a 35mm film of naked people 
who aren’t doing anything, plus a 
cardboard viewer with which to see 
them; a couple of thin, soft-core 
pamphlets from years gone by that 
PIS probably picked up in an old 
warehouse; a questionnaire that asks 
you such things as, ““Do you think 
homosexuals ought to teach in the 
schools?” (this item is supposed to 
give validity to the scheme); and a 
montage of photos that does include 
a couple of actual hard-core shots. 
Don’t let the pseudoscientific tone of 
this company’s material fool you: 
PIS is just another smut dealer try- 
ing to tease you into buying a load 
of boring girl-shots you wouldn’t 
look at twice otherwise. 
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LEG-SPREADER! 


Spurious aphrodisiac 
WANT HER TO TURN ON? 

Now you can get any woman to respond 
to your sexual desires. A little pinch of 
NYMPHOS and your partner will crave 
and need you to satisfy her NYMPHOS 
can work so fast you may have to take 
some yourself. Safe. Easy to use and 
lasts for hours 

and placebo 


STUD CAPS for men 
Here's a NEW product to help you 
maintain erection and control 
ejaculation. Make every inch count 
with a little help from STUD CAPS. 
No prescription needed. Safe and 
long lasting 


O NYMPHOS $5 D STUD CAPS $5 
O 80TH $9 


POSSIBLE! 


Would you like to have an 8, 9 or 10 INCH COCK? 
We can give it to you! All you need is the DESIRE 
and to make the DECISION to ACT TODAY, and in SIX 
WEEKS OR LESS, Kana on how you respond, 
you could have a COCK UP TO 10 INCHES LONG. No 
fancy@eams to use, no capsules to take and no 
artificial appliances to wear. Experience the pride 
of displaying pour BIG COCK to your favorite play- 
mate, she will be amazed and delighted at just the 
sight of it. Imagine the erotic sensations when you 
slip it into her, filling her eda ie tf Don’t wait 
the sooner you order the sooner your fantasies will 
be realized. We can’t guarantee that everyone will 
acquire a cock ten inches long but it will be A 
MINIMUM OF EIGHT INCHES. Send $6.95 to EN- 
LARGEMENT bay ginny Dept.4544, 6311 Yucca 
St., Hollywood, Ca. 900: 


hike having 
PUSSY in 


FREE SAMPLES | 


OF GENUINE PORNOGRAPHY 


OUR MATERIAL IS SO STRONG IN EVERY DETAIL OF NORMAL 
AND BIZARRE SEX ACTS THAT WE KNOW ONCE YOU SEE OUR 
SAMPLES YOU’LL BE ASTEADY CUSTOMER!! 


JUST WRITE — HERE’S HOW IT WORKS 


WE'LL DO THE REST!! 
We know it’s hard to convince Simply check items below that you wish to have 
you to try mail order, we will rushed to you by return mail. Please enclose $1 
justify your confidence in us postage and handling for each item selected, or 
by price — delivery — service..... lower bulk rates as described under titles. We will 
process your order within 24 hours and includea 
100% refund credit slip that may be used towards 
any purchase from our giant discount catalog. 


yt 
yEYOUR 


TONEY 


Runate 2 ~ -%10 


CL 


REG.8—SUPER 8 


Color Climax Muff Divers (J Rubber Penis 
B Orgasm Orgy a Cheerleaders (J Orgasm Intensifier 
(J Kinky Sex (J Meat Beaters (Penis Enlarger 
(J Hard Bondage CO Farm Fun [1 Climax Delay 
(_] Bizarre Sex (CO Black Shaft (Hardon Helper 
(71 Sucking Sex (CJ x-Rated Film Leg sence 
OA ee 8 Hendling Dials coy Sating Bebe Sanding 


If You Choose All 18 Items You Need Only Enclose $10 Postage & Handling! 
DISCOUNT DISTRIBUTO RS - Box 27932 - LOS ANGELES, CA 90027 


§ Enclosed please find $ for items | have checked. | 

understand my merchandise will be rushed to me with 

i 100% refund credit slip good on any future purchase 
from our giant discount catalog!! HU-34 


With An 
name ei One 
gp 200REss . 

CITY ~ 100's of 
Estate 


ZIP 
MAIL TO: DISCOUNT LDISTRIBUTORS BOX 27 
14 MAY | HUSTLER 


TE WNINCHES 


PHONE CLUB 


Get Off 
Over The Phone 


Call our sexy ladies, 
or have them call you 
BOTH ways will satisfy you 


CALL NOW 
1-618-345-8550 


SWINGERS HOT LINE 


Fnee 1966 


nee Cowiee 


Free and NUMBERS 
of SWINGING GIRLS, 
GUYS, COUPLES & BI’s 
IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS to meet YOU. 


1-901-458-6593 


Call 


x 22705 Memphis, Tn. 38122 
peeee @eeeoee0ede 


to correspond with. Exotic. wholesome girls 
seek friends, romance. marriage For club 
information. and pictures of actual girls waiting 
for you NOW. SEND $2 TODAY. 
CONTINENTAL PACIFIC 
P.O. Box 956—Dept. HM2 
Temecula, California 92390 


iso bad that all 113 pounds 
lof me cries out to be 
rammed full of your love. 
re you man enough for 
me? If you think so, I'll 
gsend you 8 photos of me 
nude, posed just the way 
you'd want me. Please 
enclose $3 to cover the 
costs. Please hurry! 
DEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O. Box 483- N9 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I'm not a pro, but a 
real small town girl with 
an itch for the big time.) 


WE CALL HER ANGIE. BUT YOU'LL CALL 
HER THE MOST SATISFYING PARTNER « 
YOU'VE EVER IMAGINED! — 


SHE’S PERFECT... 


DEEP THROAT 


To love you in that special 
way — all the way down, 
Angie's angelic face has 
kissable lips that open to 
a throat 7” deep. She was 
“born with a taste for 
French,” and she'll satisfy 
you over and over. 


FIRM, DETAILED BREASTS 


Angie has breasts that are firm and 
exciting to touch. Not huge, but bigger 
than you'd expect on such a sweet, 
young thing. Her nipples are perky 
and hard, and they ’stick out under a 
T-shirt. The temptation ta reach out 
and make them your own will be 
irresistible. 


Z 
7” VAGINA WITH PULSATING OPTION 


And when it's time to plunge into her waiting woman- 
hood you'll be pleasantly surprised at the better than 
real sensation you'll experience as you gently slip 
into the most throbbing, exciting seven inches of 
warm, wet vibrating womanflesh you've ever imagined. 
What a comfort to know that Angie is always there to 
want you, to hold you, to satisfy you again and again. 


SHE TALKS, TOO 

Buy Angie with her talking option and 
let her spur you on to greater heights 
of sensual expression. Hear her moan 
in the ecstasy of repeated climax. Listen 
to her whisper tender phrases like, 
“Kiss me, kiss me!" or “Do it harder!" 
and many others. It's the extra touch 
that can bring your fantasies to life, 
and only Angie has it. 


Remember, Angie is totally new. She is not inflated with 
air or some kind of gas that comes in a pressure can and 
leaks out in a day or two. You pack her tight with soft, 
resilient foam (supplied). So she can never leak or go 
flat, leaving you disappointed. (Also . . . she can be 
unpacked for easy storage.) Her limbs and torso feel 


firm, like a real girl. When you press her close she 
yields just enough, not too much. You can close your 
eyes and make her the girl of your dreams. Yet despite 
all this, you no longer have to pay a premium. Now we 
can sell Angie for no more than you'd have to pay for an 
ordinary doll. You'll love Angie . . . and Angie will love 
you! As often and as long as you desire. 


YOU'VE NEVER SEEN OR FELT’ ANYTHING LIKE THIS... 


-BUYER BEWARE!! 

Don't confuse Angie with 

an inferior competitor with a so 

Called ‘foam expander” in an 

aerosol can. The “expander” is 

nothing more than a can of gas which 
you use to “expand” an inadequate 
amount of inferior foam. When the gas 
leaks out, the doll goes fiat. Insist on the 
Genuine Angie Doll . . . packed tight with 
resilient, weight supporting foam. There is 
no substitute 


LOW PRICE 
Just 1 year ago 
Angie sold for $70+. 
Amazing production cost 
cuts let us offer her now 
for only 


; 


TIGHT 
FITTING 
“GREEK” 


FEATURES 


For those who delight 
in the unusual, Angie 
is happy to take it any 
way you want to give 
it. Her tight little ass 
is just right for those 
nights when you 
crave an experience 
that’s just a little 
different. 


MAIL MART, Dept.V209 Box 44241, 
Panorama City, Calif. 91412 


Please check items desired 


(_] Regular Angie Doll with Three Love Openings ............ $34.95 
[-] Deluxe Angie with Electronically Pulsating Vagina ......... $44.95 
(_] Deluxe Pulsating Angie with Soft Sexy Voice option ....... $57.95 


(] Pulsating, Talking Angie + Furry Frontal Hair & Sexy Panties $67.95 
Extra Wigs, $10ea. [] Blonde []Black(Angie's reg. hair is brunette.) 
(_] Special Vac-U-Suc Companion (Sucks Like Crazy!!), add $10 
TOTAL AMOUNT $ Cash Check 
Here's a $10 deposit. I'll pay balance + $3 in COD service fees 
to the postman. (No CODs outside USA.) Calif. residents add 6% sales tax 
] I'm enclosing an extra $3.50 for Airmail shipment 


] Money Order 


Name. 


Address 
City 


State Zip 


Of. s GY Y) y 
Sor Fovers Only ’ 
INVISIBLE LOVE DROPS @ 

Only a single drop placed on the 
bosom will make her most desira- 


ble. Your choice of Strawberry or 
Coconut flavors. $3.95 EACH 


(, : 
2 CEILING MIRROR 
inally our own deluxe ceiling mirror 
wae aie now ‘at doesn’t cost a fortune — you can 
‘OU Can See it vividly spread istall it anywhere. Made of a space- 
before your eyes in {ull color age mylar so light. you can safely 
photos and graphically told hang it above your bed with tabs 
in stories from others who Large S4 by 40° surface gives you full 
have fantasies which are body view. Mirror easily temoved 
just like yours. $7.95 Shatter proof. $12.95 


Over 700,000 satisfied customers Stamford Hygienic 
Dept, HU-11 114 Manhattan Street, Stamford, Ct. 06902 © 3% 


SPECIAL OFFER: FREE SEXUAL HOROSCOPE 
O Invisible Love Drops O Free Sexual Horoscope 


$3.95 ea (with order only) 
© StrawberryO Coconut Birthdate: His 
i] ase Mirror $12.5 Hers 
(Add 31.50 post. & hand 


0 New A0 pa Catalog “For 
on ceiling mirror only) Lovers Only” $2. (Free 

© Sexual Fantasies $7 with order) 

Money back guarantee. All orders shipped in discreet 
packages 

O Master Charge D VISA ($10 min. on charges) 

Acct. # _ Expires 

Signature 
Name 
Address 


City 


PROLONG II” 


PULSATING VIBRATOR 
with constant power 
| Now its... MULTI-SPEED! 
We ve reinvented ihe vibrator’ We took all ot 
powered vibrators — tubular sha 


combined them with the fy 
¢ on, an 


peratures, y si 
trom @ gentle LONG ul le in 
stimutation. 8 inches long with slender 12-foot cord. Just $19.95. Your money 
retunded in full if you are not absolutely 

satistied. FREE offer! 4-catalog subscription 

iS free with every order. Write Aciam & Eve 


ym is tree with every or 
der (Or send stamped self 
addressed envelope for entry 
torm alone 


Dept HUO-A. Carrboro, NC 27510 
OVER ONE HALF MILLION 
SATISFIED CUSTOMERS 


200; 


B-W COLOR 


SUCKIN 
Awe 
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Re you want a 


huge dong? 


Have you ever envied those who; 
had them...erect measurements of 
9, 10, even 11 inches. We wish we 
could promise you that 11-inch 
equivalent of the Hewbrew National 
Salami, though we'd be lying if we 
did. But if you are average hung WE 
CAN AND DO promise you at least 
an 8-inch ram-rod in less than 8 
weeks. Won't she be surprised 
when she sees it? And won't you feel ten times the 
man you used to be when you slide it in and reach 
the end? SAFE TO USE. No drugs to take, no lead 
weights to wear, no anesthetizing creams to use. And 
the most amazing part is the price only $7.95. 
Imagine, an 8-or-more-inch cock in 8 weeks or less 
for just $7.95... practically nothing when compared 
to the pleasure you and your partner will derive from 
it. DON'T WAIT. The sooner you get started the 
sooner you'll have your new giant ram-rod. Send 
$7.95 plus $1 postage and handling to: 
EXER-TONE-PLUS, Box 55093, Sherman Oaks, CA 9141 


» POCKET BOOKS 


Close your eyes and put 

your finger in it. You'll 

swear it's the real thing. 
So lifelike and supple, you 

may never want anything 
else. Inflate with air or warm 
water, adjust for ‘‘tightness."" Thousands of men 
have paid up to $25 for artificial vaginas not 
half as lifelike as this one. New design break- 
thru lets us offer this unique pleaser for only $5 
-..$10 with vibrating option. Order today from... 


LIFETIME PRODUCTS 122 


30529 Terminal Annex, Los Angeles, Ca. 90030 


A LONGER 
THICKER 


PENIS 


This PROVEN NATURAL WAY 

Penis enlargement is now possible with our new 
TRANSVERSE VACUUM ENLARGER — a precision 
instrument, easy to operate, extremely durable and 
Scientifically designed to make the male organ 
LONGER and THICKER Also helps contro! pre- 
mature ejaculation. See results the first time you 
use your enlarger. See how really BIG how 
FAT how LONG how HARD and STIFF 
your own penis can get! And it feels so good to use! 


Reg. $35 © Our factory direct price only $19.95 


FACTORY DIST., Suite 609 Dept. 4544 
6255 Sunset Bl., Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


BEST BY MAIL 


For Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fi. 33578 


HELP WANTED 


*BE A RENT-A-Date girl! Anonymously-Everywherei 
Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 461-2421, (212) 
359-6273, (212) 461-6091 Now! Or, send profile & phone 
#_to, Hotline, Box 1018, Flushing, N.Y. 11352 


PERSONAL 


*RENT A Date! E America! Your lovestyie! 
(Decuctable) *Hotline (212) 461-2421, (212) 359-6273, (212) 
4 


CONDOM Sampler $1. Satisfaction Guaranteed. GMS, 

913 Main, Shelbyville, Tx. 75973 

EROTIC Sex Package! Every sex device, films, books, 
ing girls wanting men! $1.00! New, 7247(H) Eccles, 

Ballas, Tx. 75227 

GIRLIE Magazines. Get all you want delivered to the 

Privacy of your home or P.O. Box. Many special sub- 

scription and back issue magazine offers available. Big 

list of publisher’s names and addresses mye ALE Dealer's 

Cooperative, P.O. Box 24, Sarasota, Fi. 78 

BETTY’S sex tapes. Brochure 25¢. Box 2269(H), Santa 

Clara, Ca. 95051 

PROSTITUTES! 5,000 word essay revealing: How to 

go out, find a prostitute, and have some fun. Send 

$5.00. White, Box AP, Des Moines, la. 50302 

ADULT Videocassette Movies for only $6.95 after sub- 

scription. Videocassettes exchanged for only $19.95. 


National Video Exchange, Box 1012, Warren, Pa. 16365 
or 814-723-9124 


GAL’S Swinging Group now accepts men! Carolyn, 
Box 2375-H, Sarasota, 33578 

LOVES Sex. Beautiful former prostitute (photo included) 
answers all personal questions. Rush $5.00. Shara, 
Box 1774(H), Palm Desert, Ca. 92260 


HUGE Orgasms. Tremendous new sexual love exper- 
ience. New Medical Research shows how. Free details. 
Medical Research, P.O. Box 374(a), Milpitas, Ca. 95035 


SWINGERS Resort, Nude Sunbathing. Send $5.00 for 
24 page bulletin. Jamesport Grandview Resort, Rt. 23, 
Cairo, N.Y. 12413 


i A eS ee ee 
DISCREET, personal introductions. Sensual, sophisti- 
cated swingers. Couples-Singles. Inauire: Plamates, 
Box 3355, York, Pa. 17402. 1-717-848-1408, or P.O. Box 
4402, Mountain View, Ca. 94040, 1-415-961-8135. 


FREE Photo Catalog for Friendship, Love, Marriage. 
Interpartner, Box 12, Toronto, Canada M4A 2M8 


Fk he FE i 
BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Orientai girls needing American 
friends, Free details, “actual photos. World, Box 
3876-HUST, San Diego, Ca. 92103 
SEX FILMS, 8mm including Linda Lovelace and 
2500 others. Also info on exchanging old films for new. 
15 years top porno company in Europe. Rush $3.00 for 
Giant Color Catalogue. Lasse, 2709(H) E. Slauson Ave., 
Huntington Park, Ca. 90255 


PREMATURE Eljaculation. | suffered tris frustrating, 
hurtful embarrassment until age 31, when | discovered 
how to cure myself. No aids or devices! I'm a new 
person. Please, let me help you. $5.00. J.P., Box 1442, 
Eau Claire, Wi. 54701 


HAVE pretty girls write to you. Big list. Sample photo. 
Rush stamp. Joni’s, Box 20809(N), Atlanta, Ga. 30320 
JAPANESE Girls Make wonderful wives. Let us intro- 
duce you to an unspoiled Oriental Beauty. $2.00 brings 
Photos, descriptions, application. Japan International, 
Box 156(HU), Carnelian Bay, Ca. 95711 


ARE YOU lonely? Photographs, descriptions, men, 
women. $1.50 postpaid. Ladysmith, Box 5686(H), Light- 
house Point, Fl. 33064 

BEAUTIFUL Girls, all continents, want correspondence, 
friendship, marriage. Details free! Hermes-Verlag, 
Box 110660/H, Berlin 11, West Germany 

SWEDISH girls for sex, love, friendship. Call ingrid, 
312-262-9800. Write: Box 338(HN), Wilmette, II. 60091 


ENTIRELY new type sex club open for all tastes. For 
membership information send $3. cash and SASE. 
Box 38, Thorold, Ont., Canada L2V 4J6 

SEX CATALOGS, pictures, film sources, swingers 
clubs, etc. Get big mails. State age. Dealer’s Cooperative, 
Box 24, Sarasota, Fl. 33578 

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN girls! Introductions! Photos, 
information free. Latins, Box 1716(HS), Chula Vista, 
Ca. 92012 

SEXY single giris want to meet you now! Cail 312-262-9800. 


MISCELLANEOUS 

WORLD’S unusual organization. Entertainment and 
inspiration! Music publishing, recording, models, con- 
tacts, spiritual enlightenment, degree programs, non- 
denominational ordinations, more! Inspirations, Box 
188(H), Monticello, Ga. 31064 

COLLEGE Students! Improve your grades. Send $1.00 
for your 356-page, termpaper catalog. 10,250 available. 
Box 25918(H), Los Angeles, Ca. 90025. (213) 477-8226. 


BEST BY MAIL Classified Columns appear in near- 
ly every sophisticated publication in America. Write 
for free special mailing containing complete details. 
National Mail Order Classified, P.O. Box 5, Sarasota, 
Florida 33578 


BE LUCKY IN LOVE! 

MAKE LOVE more and worry less later when you 
wear the legendary Hand and Horn “‘Malocchio” 
Necklace. Treasured for centuries by hot blooded 
Italians to also ward off evil eves & bring good 
luck. Beautiful gold finish Hand and Horn Neck- 
lace. Reg. $3., Special Mail Order Offer $1. pilus 
25¢ postage: Wonderful gifts. Dolphin House, 1501 
.- Sarasota, Fla. 33577 

50 SEASHELLS $1.25 ppd. Fabulous collection of 
jewels from the sea including miniature cones, Fior- 
ida augers, buttons, trivia, doves, marginellas, point- 
ed Venus, coquinas, etc. Hand picked. Dolphin 
House, 1501 Dolphin, Sarasota, Fi. 33577 


HONORARY DEGREE. Beautiful certificate from 
College of Life $2. Filled in with name & degree of 
‘our choice (First Screw, Cook, Lover, etc.) or left 
lank and you fill in. O.K. Supply, Drawer 460, 
Sarasota, Fl. 33578 


UME-RELEASE CAPSULES... 


.? 
that helps make sex last for hours! 
We have 3 different time-released action capsules to help 
Prolong sex up to 4 hours. Each capsule has hundreds of 
tiny multi- colored pellets that dissolve in timed sequence 
over a course of hours. Now you can enjoy sex with any 
one you desire. whenever you wish, 2.3 or 4 times a night 
—regardiess of your age Three powerful sex-extending 

formulas you buy without a prescription Works on anyone! 


SS 
twice as hot. twice as fast with. PASSION PLUS 
This capsule turns-her-on — gets her motor going — makes 
her eager to say YES to your special desires — puts her 

sexually in your power on the double. It lasts longer so she'll 
Stay smoldering not and keep coming back for more! Be 

prepared for quick results..use it yourself. fast! 
D 30 day supply $6 C 90 day supply $12 


last as long as she wants with.. CHARGERS 
Find it hard to maintain control? Cum too fast? Now you 
can recharge your “battery” Increase your Staying power 
Be a "SEX MACHINE” with long lasting hard-ons. Go from 
once-a-week to 4 times a night. CHARGERS are good 
for all ages' Works fast! 


0 30 day supply $6 D 90 day supply $12 
get the rod you want with. EXPANDERS 


Are you serious about a larger. thicker, harder penis? 
Expanders make your hard-on much bigger by rapidly 
‘opening up” your penis to accept maximum 
engorgement. Regular use promotes BIGGER SIZE 
WHEN ERECT. Others have been helped — why not you? 
D 30 day supply $6 O90 day supply $12 
NOTE! Use capsules alone or in combination Our pro 
Gucts work well together to produce the effects you want! 
BIG SAVINGS ON COMBINATION ORDERS! 
D any three 30 day supply only $12 (save $6) 
CD any three 90 day supply only $20 (save $16) 


Send to: CROWN LABORATORY Dept. 4544 
Suite 609 / 6255 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood, CA 90028 


Full Color Porno Film ........ List $20.00 
Photo-lilustrated Porno Mag .. 


POLO SHOES is oi0.c5 said oxcne List $ 5.00 
Porno Playing Cards ......... List $ 5.00 
Tijuna Porno Comic Books ....List $10.00 
Photo-Illustrated Sex Guide ...List$ 4.95 
Porno Source Book .......... List $ 2.00 
Sexual Aids Guide ........... List$ 2.00 
33 Total Value: $52-35° 

All yours for only to cover Postage, Carton, 
and handling. Free coupon worth $$$ included, 


plus hard action full color catalog. 


CREST Box 173- HUS80 
Murray Hill Sta. New York N.Y. 10016 


© CENSORED ON THIS AD ONLY 


Sweet Judy needs good loving on her birthday 
Her friend has only one candle to blow out so 
she makes a wish and starts sucking. Her sec- 
ond friends arrives and demands that everyone 
share. Both friends get fucked and each cums in 
Judy's waiting mouth 


Lisa and her buxom friend are sweating from 
their lovemaking when her boyfriend enters 
Lisa sucks him up. Her girlfriend guides them 
through some wild ficking and sucking until her 
boyfriend cums across her huge tits. 


Judy and her girlfriend have a hot thing going when 

in walks her boytriend. He turns up the heat fucking 

both girls, shoving his cock in deep. Both girls share 

him until boiling cock erupts in Judy's mouth. Cum 
ee: drips from her tongue as she licks it clean 


Holy cow! The infamous Milkmaid is hosting a party. 
Milkmaid and her girlfriend get eaten and fucked by 
her boyfriend. He gets a face full of warm milk while 
being sucked, They cum with him shooting off on the 
girl's belly as Milkmaid slurps it clean. 


A shocked teacher discovers his pupil smoking 
instead of doing her homework. A firm spanking 
is followed by a wet pussy licking. Concerned 
Teach feels it's better for his student to suck 
cock than a cigarette. He fucks her pussy until 
she oozes beyond belief and then cums on her 
face 


Film Collectors Association 1u-sso 
Box H 134 p ngenoe’ CA 90306 


Naredy Comty mat! am over 2 
ee 


eer Of age and author 
rot Bee acre on 


Name 
Address 


City State y 2 


DM-109 10) 0M-11209 SUPER 8 C1] 


DM-1100) 0M-115(7] 
DM-124) OR REG 8 (1) 
| ENCLOSE $1 FOR COLOR BROCHURES 


C.0.D, $5 DEPOSIT 


FILMS (8 & super 8) @ VIDEOTAPES @ MAGAZINES AT PRICES YOU CAN AFFORD 


UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Only Spectra gives you a choice! Standard 
3%x5 prints or new Super Borderless. From 
35mm this new size is a gigantic 4x6, from 
110 4x5, and from 126 4x4s. 


Std. Super 
Color neg.fiim Prints Borderless 
12Ex.1260r110 3.90 5.10 
20Ex.1260r110 5.90 7.90 
24 Ex .35mm 6.90 9.30 
36 Ex. 35mm 9.90 13.50 
EKTACHROME MOVIES 3.00 


EKTACHROME SLIDES 20Ex. 2.50 36Ex. 3.50 
COLOR ENLARGEMENTS 5x7 1.25 8x 10 2.50 
Five color copies of any Polaroid print 2.00 
Please No Kiddie Films 


Spectra P P.O. Box 4958H 


Syracuse, N.Y. 13221 


GUARANTEED TO ENLARGE your PENIS from 
flaccid to MAXIMUM SIZE & ERECTION. This could 
mean a 1 to 3 inch increase in length and up to 
¥/2 inch in thickness! No pills. No lotions. No arti- 
ficial devices to wear. The GROW-MASTER induces 
dilation of the tortuous arteries which in turn 
cause swelling of the cavernous erectile tissue 
thereby ENLARGING the PENIS. We guarantee that 
our NEW GROW-MASTER will PROMOTE EXPANSION 
of the erectile tissue and DEVELOP YOUR PENIS 
to maximum Daeg its thickness and length. Send 


$P3S5.to GRO W- syeien Dept. 4544, 6311 Yucca 
at. pre ally Ca. 90 


‘sex B1O 


Or hers. Surprise your girlfriend or boy- 
friend with the CABANA BANANAS? This 
4 colour hand screened T-shirt is avail- 
able in small, medium or large. 

$8.95 plus $1 Postage and handling 
allow 1 to 2 weeks for delivery. Send 
cash or money order only to: 


PR. PhotoEng. 
PRO. Box 2664 Santa Barbara, Calif. 


HUSTLER MAY 117 


TIRED OF BEING ALONE? 


ito be with the woman of your choice 


__ OFFER ALSO INCLUDES 
FREE‘20 ind ry 
Selected from our catalog. 

STRANGE 


RELATIONS 
Two horny chicks are filmed 
through the bathroom keyhole 
doing everything you've ever 
wanted to see in a stag film. 


A terrified housewife is forced to 
perform bizarre sex acts when two 
rapists push her dress up, rip her 
panties off, and slowly turn her ter- 
for into passion. 


$ 
only OS Ata 
FILM 
ASSORTMENT 


get it on with a different 
kind of stud. 


—- ENCLOSE 
a a uck 
FOR SHI 


B 
PPI 


Film #1 O 83/0 % 


Film #4 O 83/0 $6 Package CO 83 
All 4only 1849 | 0520 PackageDO $3 
(Super 8 add *1 per film 
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Four swinging married 
couples enjoy all the 
variations of group sex 
as they come together 
again and again! 


one > FO poRNo NovELs 


i ER 
AND WE TE \NEW RECEIVE A,B,C,D 
HU- 


ACTION SALES Box 69765 L.A. Calif. 90069 


Film #2 0 $3/0) 86 || Package AO) $3) i encioses_____tor items checked 
Film #3 O 83/0 36 || Package BO $3] vame 


ADDRESS 


All 4 only D849] c'r¥ 


Wa eitie | ¢cow SPANISH 
NATIONWIDE ATL oF FLY "Ginceag. 
FREE inro A neta a 


TRACY N 


typ results are fast and lasts for hours. So 
\7 _ use it yourself or give it to a friend and then be 
BOX 405 prepared for lots-a-lovin. You'll be back for more!! 


to k ith the 
ILMETTE, IL. 60091 sction youll need. ENERGIZERS 
Ww , 
C ALL Don't ejaculate before the fun begins. Become A Sexual Super- 
or man and satisfy her always. ENERGIZERS, a specially formu- 
lated placebo adds to your performance, staying power, and 
(3 1 2) 2 6 2 . g g 0 0 Sexual potency. Be the lucky “stiff” in her life. Long lasting 
<a and safe 
() SPANISH FLY $4 () ENERGIZERS $4 (> BOTH $7 
— ta An nA — Mths tach — Sinead 


GIN-SING Products Dept. 4544 
6311 Yucca © Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


DONT BE CAUGHT SHORT 
“To Your PENIS! 


Join the thousands of satisfied customers who use the “PERFECT 
EXTENSION” and found these advantages: WEARING COMFORT: A smooth 
semi-rigid inner sleeve! HEAVY DUTY HARNESS: Won't slip while in use! 
ENTRY COMFORT: A soft, spongy feel-of-flesh outer “skin” that actually 
yields and conforms to the natural shape of the vagina! 


HARD ACTION MAGS 


The juiciest & most explicit hot ac 
tion mags of everything from split 


groupsex, Mpciterent $3 
IMPORTED 
E] pHoto SEX BOOKS 


From Sweden & Denmark — an re- 
vealing photo stories of some of the 
most way out sex experiences 
you ve ever heard of 


4 tis" $3 
SUPER HORNY 
CARTOON CHARACTERS 


The Perfect 
EXTENSION 


The closest reproduction of the real thing yet devised by man 
Thousands sold at $24.95. Available now for only 


$14.95 


rom the 
TIJUANA 8 PAGE set aan TEMPE PROMUETS a 
SEX COMICS 
for 


ILLUSTRATED YOU CAN DO IT WITH... 


#8 powertul placebo called 


PERSUADERS 


Apinch in her food or drink and 
get ready for instant love-making. She'll be 
turned on for hours of wild passion and lots 
of lovin. Works so fast you: should take 
yourself. Extra strong and safe to use 
No prescription 
STAY HARD and 
CONTROL YOURSELF 

with PETER PILLS. 
Make male organ rock hard and help 
control ejaculation. This placebo can help 
restore vigor, potency and performance 


TURN Be BIG where it counts 
[) PERSUADERS $5 
HEB (") PETER PILLS $5 ] BOTH $9 


i DEPENDABLE Products Dept 4544 
s 6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, Ca. 90028 


A tantastic coHection of hot and hor- 
ny sex fantasies hand-picked to sa- 
tisty every erotic taste 


4 owes $3 


ALL ITEMS 
FOR ONLY $10! 


STATE 


EXCLUSIVE IMPORT! 
Pri 


FACERCISER & ENLARGER 


MAKE NO MISTAKE — THIS f 
A PUMP OR PHONY cman 
This unique device is actually intended to make men 
more manly where it counts! Working in concert with 
the force of gravity. this penis exerciser urges the penis 
to stretch out and down—hanging loose and long over 
the testicles and stretching out, inch after inch, fat and 
throbbing when erect. Men have searched for such a 
devise for centuries! You want the long, strong strength 
and sexual endurance that makes women gasp with 
surprise and pleasure at your virility, you should try 
“working out” a few easy minutes each day with the 
PENIS EXERCISER! Safe, easy to use 
only $14.95 compiete with instructions 


send to: MACHO PRODUCTS Dept. 4544 
6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, CA 90028 


Authentic Potent 


Placebo 


Manufacturers 
Special Introductory Sale 


Spanish Fly Powder with sugar 
Fi 


Combination enuine imported spices give a 
stimulating effect on her private pote) 98 


loz. A&@S tor onty 
Wild Passion Ginseng 


Since ancient times, Chinese have used Ginseng as 
an aphrodisiac to build virility and sexual 


potency. 20 pills. 3.88 for only 9B 
Seducing Powder 


Stimulates her desire, makes her want to want 
ei 1 oz. A@& tor only Qs 
Knockout Pills 


Hard-On Pills 


Rise up and conquer, this incredible formula is a 
must for men who want increased dimensions and 


firmness. 20 pills. $@S tor onty Qe 
Sta-Hard Pills 
Prolong sexual pleasures. She'll love you for it. 

20 pills. SOS tor only 29 
French Ticklers 


Complete with condoms attached. Increase your 
sexual joys and achievements 


3 ass't for 2.98 5.88 for only 29 
Super Special any five only $10.95 (Save $4.00 ) 
Super Giant Special Ail Ten only $20.95 (Save $8.39) 


~ereer ee eFe ee ee Se Sy 
Pharmaceutical Mfg. Co. P.0. Box 213 Dept. HD-5P 
BD New York, NY. 10016 


Phone ine) | | errr t rts wet a 


20 pills. 3.Q% tor only 2% 


add 50c per item for Postage & Handling i 


Spanish Fly w: sugar $2.98 
G ET O F F Virility Pills 5 i Wild Passion Ginseng $2.98 a 
OVER TH E PHON E Get sexual power when you need it. 38 gq pcr: Ponder $2.88 5 | 
fv 
20 ills. Ae tor only 2 B  virutyiis sae O 
You will get: LIVE Sex talk with Prolong Pills i Prolong Pills $2.98 § 
< tion Pill 
Brandy and her sexy friends Stay hard longer with our special Prolong Pils |j Hard.On Pills % 4 i 
as often as you like, and be still in there where the arin is. se |i Sta-Hard Pills $2.98 i 
42-page book of revealing photos, 20 pills. Ad@S for onty 2 1: _ chased Sim 
: uper Special any tive i 
New and LIVE numbers monthly. Erection Pills Super Giant Special all 10 doas @ 
C A L L N Oo W Be the Big Man you've always wanted to be. iN i 
20 pills. SBS tor onty 2% B name _ t 
1-314-287-1900 i i 
Pp OX 645 F Mo. 63026 FDA does not recognize any drug of substance as an effective | Lottie I 
4 -0. B enton, Mo. aphrodisiac or sexual stimulant. Soid as novelties only! City - _State lip — 
Lamm eee eee ee 
Candy Samples returns by pop- 3 horny nymphos bang 1 stud, This beauty queen is the sex- A beautiful blonde “groupie” is 
ular demand and she’s hotter & show new ways to turn him iest blonde that Rick Cassidy's spread on Dr.'s table for a checkup! 
than she’s ever been!! She has on & get him off! Watch 3 ever seen, They hump passion- He licks her snatch & his nurse 
tits enough for 12 men at once, hungry tongues lap up the juice ately,,, & try it all from 69 to straddles the blondes’ mouth, Cli- 
but Dick has them al! to him- & 6 tender, warm thighs spread dog style. $5 max is too much— Dr. is taken 
self! $5 wide O-P-E-NI! away in a wheelchair. 
—— ew ms eee Se 
Vibrators Magazines oleae esi cs eames shins a same 
Quality vibrator.| Sexplicit, color loaded fre mam etre arert ea anon hs tt en 
When used magazines! 2 hot $6.00 a reir ey pa ae ee 
property. con ae nd oe soe ono sad ms sears 0 weet notes one a heres 
only 30. ""Vihae not requested the Pest Office Department, ot anyone ent, te “protect” maa 
100's more pL ae renga Eo hal Lh a 
Rea | mam CHARGE IT BY PHONE 
Signature: 
Print Your Name: 
40 PAGE QUALITY Address: 
ADULT EROTICA CATALOG City: Zip: 
vinta he): 8) Sexes \ mei DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. 7651 Haskell Dept.CY5 Van Nuys, Ca., 91406 
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No. 302 MISS SWEDISH EROTICA OF ‘79 

Tasty Seka shows why we elected her “Girl of 
the Year” in this dazzling display of acrobatic 
sex including a gut-clutching anal trick or two. 
No small wonder she wears with pride a tank-top 


proclaiming her “Miss Swedish Erotica of ‘79.” 


VIDEOTAPES 


Vol. XV THREE ON A BARBER CHAIR 
Franco arrives at a hair styling salon for the full 
treatment. Harry, the barber, clips away at his 
head while the pert, vivacious manicurist gets 
Franco by the short hair. Wait'll you see how 
this girl handies cuticles. 


ONE HOUR Video-Tapes Available 
in BETA/VHS Format 


ONLY $20.00 EACH 
TWO FOR $39.00 
FOUR FOR $76.00 


No, 303 MISS JERSEY MAID 

Miss Jersey Maid is so delighted with the split- 
crotch panties John Holmes brings her she can’t 
wait to model them for him. He can't wait 
either, She has the milk factories but John’s the 
one who gushes the cream. 


CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-421-7251 


Use your MASTERCHARGE or VISA CARD 


| certify | am over 21 years of age. 
(Signature) 


FILM PRICES 1 for $20, 2 for $39, 4 for $76. 


INDICATE FILM CHOICE 
O Reg. 8mm Color 
0 302 OF 303 O310 O 313 
VIDEO-TAPE PRICES $69.00 each. 

1 HOUR VIDEO CASSETTE 

O Vol.XV O BETA O VHS 

0 Please send free illustrated brochure. 


* FREE! Total SEX ACTION photo set! x 
* BOLD, and SIZZLING! See it x 
* all! * 
* FREE!GIANT 50-page color ILLUS- x 
* TRATED catalog! 100’s ofx 


* films, magazines, books, x 
* photos, slides, sex aids and x 
* devices—AT DISCOUNT 
* PRICES! * 
* FREE!GIFT certificate worth many x 
x S$S$S$SSSS! * 


x Adults 21 or over (state age). Send x 
* $1 for pstg & hndig to: Parker x 
* Sales Co., Dept wus, P.O. Box x 
* 203, Forest Hills, N.Y. 11375. x 
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0 Super 8mm Color 


ERIK IMPORTS malic ORDER Div. OF SWEDISH-EROTICA 
- 2326 COTNER AVE,. LOS ANGELES, CA 90064 


Add $2.00 for handling & postage. Calif. residents add 6% sales tax. 


DEPT. HS-101 


O My check or money order for $ 


Name 
Address 
City 


O Charge my credit card as follows: © Mastercharge 


Card No. 


Interbank No. Signature 


T-SHIRTS 


I Snatch 
Kisses And 
Vice Versa 


Please enclose $7.50 for each 
shirt ordered. Be sure to state 
size. Send to Coco, P.O. Box 
451-H,Calabasas,California 
91302. 


Write for complete Brochures on Films, 
Video-Tapes, Books and Magazines. 


ALL FILMS SOLD ON AN UNCONDITIONAL 
SEVEN-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARNATEE 


No. 310 BANGKOK BOOBS 

The madam of a Bangkok whorehouse shows 
three horny GI's a tasty, teasing selection of two 
Oriental girls. They can't take their eyes off of 
the outrageous, heavy boobs on one of the girls; 
but soon, all are in a fast-action six-way. 


No. 313 WATER SPORT 
Seka can't concentrate on dressing because of 
the busy pool cleaning boy outside. She laughs 
when he falls in the water, but it’s his turn to 
smile as she slowly dries him off with her busy, 
fast-moving mouth. 

FILMS ALSO AVAILABLE IN 

SUPER 8SOUND ANDCOLOR 


OVER 300 
FILMS AND 
TAPES 
AVAILABLE 
is enclosed. 
States eI 


0 VISA 
Exp. Date 


Lt. nee 


‘SMALL PENIS?! 


IERECTION PROBLEMS?| 


] LINGA-100 ts the pure. natural laboratory blend designed to | 
actually enlarge the penis and induce & maintain multiple. long 
] term erections. LINGA-100 allows a more intense. detoly satis I 
i tying male climax while developing sexual power. physical I 
Strength and mental alertness LINGA-100 was developed dy top 
Swiss scientists involved in natural sex hormone research | 
Thousands of European men have experienced dramatic results i 
Impotency overcome Increases in organ size of one-to-two 
inches not uncommon. LINGA- 100 is perfect for the older man s | 
problems. Studies reveal women definitely consider the penis as l 
the real measure of the man Let LINGA-100 increase your 
Sexual power and size Only $8 95 postpaid Order now! j 


CERTIFIED MEDICAL SUPPLY : 
! 


Dept. G98 BOX 1758 BURBANK, CA 91507 


Free Drochures on other penis enlargers on request 
No Linga-100° brochure 1s available 


! 
| 
se Rae eS Se ee 


I 
i 
I 
i 
L 


A Quadruple Dose of the 
Most Potent Adult Entertainment 
on the Market 


Catch the Fever with these Four specially selected color film classics! See the one 
and only John Holmes and Candy Samples in a sexual ‘Battle of the Giants 

watch what Serena does with Big John’s 14 inches witness the sizzling erotic- 
ism of interracial sex ....... savor the unusual anal skills of 2 talented nymphs and 
their lucky lover! Each of these unique, vibrant, FULL-COLOR films comes Reg- 
ular 8 or Super 8mm. Please specify below. Use entire advertisement as order form. 


HN l Exclusive! John “‘Superstud” Holmes meets 
his match when “Giant Jugs’’ Candy Samples gives his 14” love 
muscle a workout that'll go down tn History! 


RA NAL SIS ‘S- Two beautiful brunettes who specta 
lize in oral treats and wild ‘“‘backdoor sex” show a young stud 
new and different ways to get off! \f ; 


A hip black duo and swinging 
white couple come together for a scorching 4-way orgy. Int 
egrated intercourse” at its hottest and wettest 


Superstar Serena gobbles up Big John’s 
huge tool, then gets humped until she can hardly walk! A pussy 
splitting sizzler! 


Requires only 2 small pentite batteries 
Large, bright color or B & W image 

- Accepts any length film up to 200ft 
Adjustable focus eyepiece. 


w Precision, no-skip shutter 
15 second threading 
- Stops action on any frame 


Signature 


Dine ¥ 
Prin’ our Name: 
Reg. 8mm Viewer 

© Super 8mm) 

Super Benm Viewer 


(Converts to Reg, 8mm) 


A LITTLE 
PUSSY 
NEVER HURT 
ANYONE? 


© Yellow with Black imprint 

© Cotton/Polyester - washable 

® Money-back guarantee 

© Allow 4-6 weeks delivery 

Send this order form (or letter} to: 

RUSBRO. INC. 
44 €. BLUE HERON BLVD.. RIVIERA BEACH. FLA. 33404 
SML MED LRG XLRG 
MENS 


LADIES 
Write number of shirts in box 


Enclose $5.95 plus $1.00 P&H for each shirt 
| Payment: OCheck O Money Order OMstr Chg SVisa | 

Acct # Exp Date 
| Signature 


(Florida residents add 4°. sales tax) 


| avoress APT NO 


| 
| 
| NAME | 
| 
| 


| state zp 
me ee 


OLD AMERICAN 
FOLK-LORE 
TALE 


Made popular during 


World War 2. Now 
published and illustrated 
for the first time with a 
sequel. 

Send money order or 
cash for $5.75 to: 
P.O. BOX 4757 
COMPTON, CALIF. 
90224 
STRICTLY ADULT 
ENTERTAINMENT 
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multimarriages had never been sanctioned. 

But—to the Mormon Church’s great 
embarrassment— polygamy lives on. 
Nobody knows for sure how many polyg- 
amists now live in the Rocky Mountain 
states, but estimates run from a few thou- 
sand to as many as 50,000. When the church 
gave in to federal pressure in 1890, a lot of 
families refused to break up. These funda- 
mentalist Mormons felt that political expe- 
diency, not the word of God, was behind the 
change. Many of them moved to Mormon 
colonies in Canada and Mexico, where 
polygamy was allowed for another 15 years. 
George Romney, the former governor of 
Michigan who ran for the Republican Presi- 
dential nomination in 1968, was born in one 
of these Mexican colonies, although his 
parents weren’t polygamists. 

But most fundamentalist Mormons stayed 
in the West. And though the church now 
excommunicates polygamists if the multi- 
marriage comes to its attention, many mem- 
bers, especially in Utah, feel that the polyg- 
amists have enough trouble already and 
quietly protect them. Nearly every small 
town in Utah has its handful of polygamous 
households. And according to most ob- 
servers, the practice is actually growing. 

Actually, polygamists are conservative 
Mormons who believe that even the prim- 
and-proper organized church is too liberal. 
Polygamous women often wear ankle-length 
dresses sporting pioneer patterns. The men 
are protective homebodies, seldom drawing 
attention to themselves in either their work 
or their community life. Both believe in 
many of the early church doctrines that have 
been left by the wayside over the years. They 
also share a fierce hatred of “government 
interference.” 

A rare inside view of polygamous life ap- 
peared recently in, of all places, Good House- 
keeping magazine. Dorothy Solomon wrote 
about growing up with her father, Rulon 
Allred, a Salt Lake City naturopathic physi- 
cian who had eight wives and 48 children. 
Solomon has never been a polygamist her- 
self, but she remembers her youth as being 
full of playmates: “As soon as my father 
returned from work, the house lit up with his 
enthusiasm. ‘And how are my angels 
tonight?’ he would shout, tossing his hat on 
the kitchen table while wives and children 
came running from all parts of the big house 
to greet him....Christmas tended to be 
rather confusing, especially when the 
mothers strung a line from the dining-room 
door through the living room and parlor to 
the front door. The children then hung their 
stockings every three feet along this line. But 
by seven o’clock Christmas morning it was 
difficult to tell whose stocking was whose 
and whose toys were whose. Still, it was 
great fun.” 

Allred, a Mormon polygamous leader 
whose personal following numbered 2,000, 
was shot and killed in his office in 1977, al- 
legedly by order of Ervil LeBaron, a rival 
polygamous leader whose murderous 
escapades were profiled by HUSTLER in 


February 1978. Insiders say that Allred was 
killed over a question that keeps the polyg- 
amists split into hundreds of separate 
groups—the question of who holds the genu- 
ine priesthood authority handed down by 
Joseph Smith. Each leader thinks that he 
does. Some leaders believe it is a sin for any- 
one else to pretend to be the one, a sin that 
can only be wiped clean by blood atone- 
ment. And since blood atonement is still an 
important doctrine in polygamist circles, ev- 
ery now and then a bit of holy violence 
breaks out between polygamous groups. 

As for LeBaron, he has long held court in 
one of the polygamist colonies in Mexico. 
He has been convicted of complicity in the 
murder of one of his own brothers in Mexico 
in 1972, though that conviction was 
reversed. He was also accused of attempting 
to murder another brother in Salt Lake City 
in 1977. Both brothers headed rival polyg- 
amous groups. One of LeBaron’s 13 or more 
wives has been convicted in California of 
murdering Dean Grover Vest, a defector 
from LeBaron’s sect. LeBaron himself has 
also been accused of murdering another 
polygamist, Robert Simons, in 1975. And in 
1974 a band of LeBaron’s followers raided 
the Mexican town of Los Molinos, the home 
of another rival sect, firebombing 25 dwell- 
ings, wounding 13 people and killing two. 
Mexican authorities charged LeBaron with 
masterminding this raid, but the charge was 
dismissed for insufficient evidence. 

The violence connected with the LeBaron 
cult is out of the ordinary—even for 
polygamists. For the most part hostilities 
seem to be restricted to the polygamist cults 
themselves. Or, occasionally, violence breaks 
out when federal or state authorities descend 
to root out polygamist families, generally 
sending the fathers off to prison for bigamy. 
Even today polygamist families in the 
Western states know what it’s like to spend 
hours hiding in the cellars of their homes 
when a raid is going on. 

And yet these polygamist cultists, who be- 
lieve they are licensed by God to kill, can be 
dangerous to the public at large. According 
to a once-secret FBI document, former Bu- 
reau Director J. Edgar Hoover admitted that 
LeBaron’s sect “is believed to have been re- 
sponsible for President Kennedy’s death.” 
The feasibility of this accusation is ques- 
tionable but not entirely out of the realm of 
possibility. LeBaron has also been investi- 
gated by the Secret Service for his threats 
against President Carter’s life, and he is con- 
sidered a suspect in the FBI probe of the at- 
tempted assassination of HUSTLER Pub- 
lisher Larry Flynt in Lawrenceville, Georgia, 
in March 1978. Says LeBaron’s former lieu- 
tenant, Lloyd Sullivan, the bloodthirsty 
LeBaron, otherwise known as the “Avenging 
Angel,” is not a man to be disobeyed: “We 
would do [whatever LeBaron ordered] or we 
would receive hot lead and cold steel or a 
one-way ticket to hell.” 

Most of the disagreements between the 
fundamentalist cults and the orthodox Mor- 
mon Church are over doctrine. From its be- 


ginning the church has taught that earthly 
life is one stage in an “eternal progression” 
in which devout members eventually be- 
come gods themselves, just like the God who 
many feel is now in charge of our world. But 
early leaders, whose preachings the funda- 
mentalists still follow, took this one step fur- 
ther. They preached that God was none 
other than the first man, Adam, raised to an 
exalted state. 

The orthodox church disavows this doc- 
trine, but the fundamentalists still ascribe to 
it. Other doctrinal disputes include polyg- 
amy, the belief of many fundamentalists in 
sharing all material wealth under an old 
church communal system called the “United 
Order” (as opposed to the orthodox 10% 
tithe on members of the church), as well as 
recent changes in temple ceremonies and the 
formal training of missionaries before send- 
ing them into the field. (Many fundamen- 
talists feel that no training is necessary, be- 
cause God will tell the missionary what to 
say to potential converts.) 

In the end it becomes difficult to decide 
which Mormon is the most unusual, the 
polygamist or the orthodox. Before deciding 
that the polygamists seem the farthest out, 
let’s not forget that the current president of 
the organized Mormon Church, Spencer W. 
Kimball, has a few strange ideas of his own. 
For one thing he believes that the American 
Indians, as a people, are becoming more 
light-skinned every year, just like The Book 
of Mormon says they will as the millenium ap- 
proaches. And he’s not talking about the 
effects of intermarriage —he means that God 
himself is making them, in the church’s 
words, “white and delightsome.” 

At least for the orthodox Mormon Church 
the future looks pretty much the same. The 
man most likely to succeed Kimball, Ezra 
Taft Benson, Secretary of Agriculture in the 
Eisenhower Administration, is best known 
for finding a Communist under every 
sagebrush. “Liberalism,” Benson told a 
Daughters of the American Revolution con- 
ference last fall, “communism’s twin sister, 
has now become America’s dominant politi- 
cal philosophy.” 

Though we do live in a time when the 
Mormon idea of sin is hardly in tune with 
contemporary lifestyles and ideas, the future 
of the church is by no means bleak. While 
many younger church members are drifting 
away in large numbers from what they feel 
has become an out-of-date cult, they are far 
outnumbered by up-and-coming young die- 
hards whose greatest purpose in life is to 
spread the word. More and more mis- 
sionaries are being sent out around the coun- 
try and the globe to establish new missions, 
and the church is continuing to buy up more 
and more corporations. 

At a time when many churches across the 
country are complaining about declining 
memberships and belt-tightening as the 
American economy slides into a recession, 
the Mormon “Corporate Church” is raking 
in money hand-over-fist and making a 
mockery of the Gross National Product. 4% 
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ILLEGAL ALIENS 
(continued from page 56) 


their children and who said they were unable 
to support their families. Under federal 
and state regulations the children—because 
they were born in the U.S. —were eligible for 
public assistance even though their alien 
mothers were not. 

The cost of police work relating to aliens 
is also mounting rapidly. A six-month study 
by the Los Angeles Police Department in 
1977 showed that the number of illegals in 
the city jumped more than 240%—from 
190,000 to 650,000—between 1972 and 
1977. The report projects 1.1 million illegals 
in L.A. by 1981. It also says that in 1977 ille- 
gal aliens were responsible for 20-25% of all 
burglaries, 20% of all auto thefts and 30% of 
all hit-and-run traffic accidents in the city. 
“Based on per-capita expenditures,” the 
LAPD report says, “the cost of providing 
police services to illegal aliens in the City of 
Los Angeles is $37,050,000 annually.” In 
other words, 18% of the police services paid 
for by Los Angeles taxpayers are going to il- 
legal aliens. 

The estimated cost of illegal aliens to tax- 
payers nationwide was pegged at $16 bil- 
lion in 1975 by researchers at ICF, Inc., a 
research corporation under contract to the 
federal government. Each year that total 
increases by $500 million, the ICF research- 
ers say. Included in this cost estimate are in- 
come-tax defaults, welfare payments, health- 
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care treatment and education expenses. 

Besides being a direct drain on taxpayers, 
the alien population in America is also hav- 
ing its effect on the balance-of-payments 
deficit, which is plaguing the U.S. dollar on 
world money markets. Aliens working in 
America—both the illegals and those hold- 
ing legal green cards—often “squirrel” their 
earnings in foreign bank accounts, or send 
money out of the country to their families in 
their homelands. ICF estimates that the 
money sent out of the U.S. averages $105 a 
year for each working adult male alien, 
which approaches $500 million a year ille- 
gally shipped out of the country. 

Consider the business operations of the 
Herrera family, who immigrated to Chicago 
from Durango, Mexico. The Herreras have 
been doing business for ten years in Chica- 
go, where today the Hispanic population is 
well over 400,000. The Herrera brothers— 
Jaime, Elias, Manuel and Reyes—own res- 
taurants, taverns and residential property, 
sometimes spanning entire city blocks, in the 
Kensington, Roseland, Blue Island and 
Aurora areas along Lake Michigan. Being 
successful entrepreneurs, the Herreras pro- 
vide jobs for 300 persons in Illinois and an- 
other 900 in other states and Mexico. 

What makes the Herreras noteworthy is 
the fact that Drug Enforcement Administra- 
tion (DEA) sources indicate they have aced 
out Chicago’s West Side Crime Syndicate as 
the major supplier of Mexican brown heroin 
to the Windy City. Jaime, 52, calls the shots 
from a Mexican prison. Elias and Manuel 
oversee cultivation and harvesting of the 
poppy crops in Durango. And Reyes, who is 
a resident alien complete with green card, 
manages the family business interests in 
Chicago, DEA sources allege. The whole 
operation, the DEA charges, grosses close to 
$100 million a year, a sizable portion of 
which is funneled through currency 
exchanges into Mexican banks. 

Cash is the perpetual visa that affluent 
aliens use to guarantee their stay in the U.S. 
They use cash to buy into fashionable 
neighborhoods, where money is an easy 
substitute for family pedigree and where citi- 
zenship goes unquestioned. Ethnic Chinese 
living in Indochina began hedging their bets 
on the outcome of the Vietnam War in the 
60s by buying residential and commercial 
property in the San Francisco Bay Area. 
According to military-intelligence reports, in 
more than a few instances the purchases 
were financed with profits from Saigon’s 
black market. After the bloody 1968 Tet 
offensive the Chinese land rush went into 
high gear, and the ethnic Chinese specula- 
tors from Vietnam began to move to the 
United States. 

When it appeared in 1978 that Iran was 
heading into a civil war between forces loyal 
to the Shah and those supporting the 
Ayatollah Khomeini, Iranian businessmen 
began buying large chunks of real estate in 
Beverly Hills. And when the Shah’s forces 
threw in the towel, the wealthy Iranians fol- 
lowed their money to the U.S. 


Crime and the clashes within cultures are 
related problems stemming from the massive 
alien influx. In San Francisco, young toughs 
imported from Hong Kong first found work 
as enforcers for established gambling and 
prostitution rings. Soon, however, they 
banded together and began dealing dope, 
using the profits to compete with established 
Chinatown gangs. In September 1977, in a 
retaliatory attack against a rival Chinese 
gang, three Chinese gunmen went into the 
Golden Dragon restaurant at dinnertime 
and sprayed automatic-weapons fire and 
shotgun pellets into the crowd of diners. Five 
persons were killed and 11 were wounded in 
the attack. 

Not all the violence resulting from the 
alien influx is confined to the nation’s cities. 
Friction in Florida between white Americans 
and Vietnamese fishermen in 1978 caused 
one state legislator to propose a bill aimed at 
controlling around-the-clock fishing by 
Vietnamese immigrants who allegedly were 
“raping the waters’? around Pensacola. In 
Manitowoc, Wisconsin, a peace council of 
local Christian ministers was formed in 1979 
to ease tensions that had developed between 
local residents and Vietnamese fishermen. 
And in Seadrift, Texas, animosity between 
local whites and Vietnamese fishermen (who 
were poaching crab beds that had long been 
the fishing grounds of established fishing 
families) led to fistfights, firebombings and 
the death of a local fisherman. 

If the American economy were expanding 
now as it was in the late 50s and early ’60s, 
there would be little controversy over the 
alien influx. But with each oil crisis since the 
°73 Arab embargo there has been a deepen- 
ing economic recession. And with econo- 
mists predicting a severe recession and 
sharply higher unemployment in the sum- 
mer of 1980, one can only guess at how long 
Americans will stand idly by, out of work, 
while aliens collect paychecks, wage battles 
in our streets and reap the benefits of our 
natural resources. 

In the 1960s West German industry 
underwent an enormous expansion and 
found it could not fill every new job from its 
domestic labor supply; workers were 
therefore imported from Greece, Italy, 
Spain, Turkey and Yugoslavia. The alien 
population jumped from 1.92 million in 
1968 to 4.13 million in 1974. With cyclical 
oil shortages threatening European coun- 
tries, just as they threaten industry in the 
U.S., cutbacks in production were made. 
There was no longer a labor shortage. West 
Germans began to resent the alien workers 
in their midst. In December 1979 the West 
German Ministry of Research and Tech- 
nology declared that the alien workers posed 
a threat to West German society. The agen- 
cy and many business and political leaders 
said the presence of the Mediterranean 
workers was a “social time bomb.” 

There is evidence to believe that a similar 
time bomb is ticking away in the United 
States of America. 


GEORGE JONES 


(continued from page 46) 


friend carried him up to bed and started to 
undress him. But when she tried to unzip his 
pants, George leaped off the bed and swung 
wildly at her. He then grabbed a loaded 
-30-30 and fired at her. Tammy gan from the 
house and called an ambulance. By the time 
the hospital attendants arrived, Jones had 
gone wild, devastating the house, break- 
ing three TV sets and smashing hundreds of 
dollars’ worth of china and crystal. He 
was hauled off in a straitjacket and put in a 
padded cell for three days to dry out. 

On another occasion when Jones came 
home drunk, Tammy was determined to 
keep him from going out again. So she hid 
the keys to all their cars. When she woke up 
at 1 a.m., he was gone. He had driven the 
riding lawnmower ten miles to the nearest 
tavern. 

Another time, when Tammy threatened 
him with divorce, Jones sneaked into her 
bedroom with a claw hammer and meth- 
odically pried the heels off of every one of 
her 200 pairs of shoes. 

During the later years of their marriage 
Jones became increasingly violent. On more 
than one occasion, before going on national 
television, Tammy had to apply large 
amounts of makeup to her face to hide 
the bruises and scars from her husband’s 
beatings. 

But down through the years the biggest 
victim of Jones’s binges has been Jones him- 
self. “Often I'd go four or five weeks at a 
time and hardly eat nothin’ at all,” he ad- 
mits sheepishly. “By then my stomach 
would be so small that maybe half a ham- 
burger would be all I could take. ’'d wake 
up the next mornin’ and want to vomit, but 
even so, I just had to have a drink. You get 
so far down and your mind gets so screwed 
up, you just don’t care.” 

Finally, in 1975, after six years of mar- 
riage, Tammy Wynette filed for divorce. 
“It’s painful for me to endure this,” she said 
at the time, “but my real concern is that 
George get some help to protect himself 
from his own worst enemy—himself.” She 
was granted the divorce on grounds of men- 
tal cruelty. 

“Mental cruelty!”’ Jones sneers bitterly as 
he recalls the divorce, “I think that should 
be taken out of the law! That gives a woman 
the right to say, ‘Well, he beat me up all the 
time....’ I'll be honest with you: A lot of 
*em needs to be whupped a few times!” A 
weak but sinister smile flickers across his 
face. “But no offense against just one sex. 
Sometimes we do too!” 

Jones’s divorce from Tammy Wynette 
intensified the decline from which he has yet 
to recover. He drifted down to Alabama, 
hoping that the quiet, rural setting would be 
a good place to pull himself together. “The 
day I left, I had $2,000 in my pocket and a 
new Cadillac that I had to sell within a cou- 
ple of weeks,” he claims. “She kept the 


homes and the things we had invested in. I 
think we had about $120,000 in a savings ac- 
count, and I left that to her too. I just 
wanted to get away from Nashville because 
it depressed me. Because it’s where I had 
things goin’ once—like a home and family.” 

Jones never did find peace of mind in 
Alabama. Bad memories and trouble just 
seemed to follow him across the state line. 
Even before the shooting incident with 
Peanuts Montgomery and the assault 
charges brought by his girlfriend, there were 
other problems—like the deadly water moc- 
casin snakes that neighborhood pranksters 
turned loose in his swimming pool. Mont- 
gomery once saw Jones rip a Bible to shreds 
in a fit of despair. “I’ve seen him cry while 
singing gospel songs,” says Montgomery. “‘I 
don’t know if he is crying, or if the devil in 
him is crying because he is losing ground. If 
George doesn’t change, he won’t be long for 
this earth.” 

In recent months Jones has grown more 
restless and more depressed than ever. He 
spends most of his time roaming back and 
forth between Nashville and Alabama, with- 
out calling either place home. “A lot of times 
I won’t even get out of the car. I'll just circle 
Music Row one time and then get on the in- 
terstate and drive back again. I just get real 
lonely sometimes, and I don’t know what 
else to do.” 

Recently Waylon Jennings and Johnny 
Cash came to Jones’s aid with a $50,000 
loan. “I went in the back room and cried 
when they called me,” Jones recalls. “After 
all the people in this town who have made 
thousands of dollars off of me and now won’t 
even loan me a thousand of it back, it lets me 
see who my friends are.” 

But the $50,000 didn’t last long. In late 
1979 another arrest warrant was issued, and 
Jones, owing $500 in back rent, fled his 
Nashville apartment. In the meantime his 
weight has dropped by 20 pounds, and re- 
portedly he has become increasingly depen- 
dent on cocaine. 

But for all his problems, Jones has some- 
how managed to pull himself together and 
finish the long-awaited album My Very 
Special Guests. He’s even summoned up the 
strength to make a few live appearances to 
help promote the new LP. 

So, for the time being, Jones’s career— 
and his life—continue to hang in the bal- 
ance. His friends and enemies in the music 
business await with interest every bit of news 
about his health and state of mind. George 
Jones has become Nashville’s newest specta- 
tor sport. It’s like watching a badly battered 
prizefighter with blood in his eyes stagger 
around the ring, trying to keep his feet. 

“I know if I don’t get straightened out 
soon, I’m gonna kill myself,” Jones says soft- 
ly as he gazes out the window at the overcast 
sky, with a look that borders on desperation. 
“But I think I’ve finally realized that 
whiskey ain’t gonna get rid of my problems. 

“I may not make it back,” he adds quietly 
as he glances down at his half-finished drink. 
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PAST-LIVES THERAPY—If you have a 
deep fear of water, it may be that you 
drowned in an earlier lifetime. That’s the 
theory of psychologist Helen Wambach, 
the unofficial high priestess of a new, 
nationwide band of professional ‘“‘psychic 
guides” who are leading others on incredible 
voyages through the nooks and crannies 
of their minds to their previous incarna- 
tions. Find out why past-lives therapy is 
going to be the big self-discovery move- 
ment of the 1980s in this report by Scott 
Winokur, who joined some 30 others for one 
of Wambach’s mass regressions. Read Wino- 
kur’s startling account of his psychic journey 
through time. 


PROFILE: JANN WENNER-—In 1967, 

21-year-old Jann Wenner borrowed 

$7,500 from his family and friends to start 

a magazine called Rolling Stone. He 
proceeded to ride the crest of the counterculture wave of the 
*60s and ’70s, helping to bring a new legitimacy to rock ’n’ roll music by de- 
fining it as the energy center of the youth revolution. In just 12 years Rolling 
Stone grew from a shaky first press-run of 40,000 copies to a million-plus circula- 
tion, and with his newly acquired power, editor/publisher Wenner became the 
ultimate arbiter of success in the music industry. Next month HUSTLER pre- 
sents a penetrating portrait of this ambitious journalist who some call a “boy 
genius” and others call “‘a pain in the ass.”” Learn why Wenner has changed his 
reputation by shifting Rolling Stone’s emphasis from rock stars to show-business 
and political personalities. By Michael Bane. 


TRIPLE EXPOSURE~—In next month’s fiction, 
Marc Judge is a domineering photographer ALICIA 
accustomed to calling his own shots. But while 
on assignment in Istanbul, he finally meets his 
match in a model named Celia. She recruits 
Jaclyn, one of Marc’s former models, to help 
her turn the tables on the man who captured 
her soul with his camera. The resulting triangu- 
lar tryst brings the truth about their lives clearly 
into focus in this short story by Roberta Metz. 


PHOTO-FEATURES— You'll get a real workout 

just looking at our centerfold, ALICIA, whose 

approach to exercise should convince the most 

die-hard holdouts of the benefits of physical fit- 

ness. But if relaxing in bed is more your style, 

you'll enjoy a steamy interlude with JAN. When 

your energy finally returns, join LONNI for a 

night on the town in her custom-built limousine. If you run out of gas, just blast off 
with HUSTLER’s SPACE PROBE, which will take you beyond the stars. 
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